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HE Author of theſe Poems lives now only in 
the literary world. We would not preſent them 
to the public, did we not think the peruſal would 
give pleaſure. Some ſhort Account of the Life of 
this juvenile Writer will not, we hope, be deemed 
unneceſlary ; for every one wiſhes to know the cha- 
racer of a man. whoſe productions they admire. 
RoBERT FERGUSSON, with whom Scottiſh Poetry 
now ſleeps, was born at Edinburgh, September 5. 
1751, of parents remarkable only for the ſimplicity 
of tneir lives, the honeſty of their hearts, and the 
narrowneſs of their fortunes. When our Poet be- 
came of an ape ſuſceptible of education, he was 
taught its Rudiments,—After having acquired a pro- 
per knowledge of Engliſh, he was ſent to Dundee; 


and, at the ſchool there, made a quick progreſs in the 
Latin language. 


The father of our Poet intended him for the 


church, and accordingly put him to the Univerſity 
of St Andrews.—Unable to ſupport him, friends, 


and the young gentleman's merit, procured him a 
burſary. Though never over ſtudious, he ſoon at- 
tained to a proficiency in ſeveral ſciences. His 
knowledge of Mathematics was ſuch, that he pro- 
cured the approbation, friendſhip, and patronage of 


Dr 


(WF) 


Dr Wilkie *, then a Profeſſor of that branch of 
education, In the Second Eclogue, the Doctor's 
death is moſt beautifully and pathetically regreted. 

Having finiſhed kis ſtudies at the Univerſity of 
St Andrews, he came to Edinburgh.—His father 
died ſoon after, and with him his plan for the edu- 
cation of his fon. Our Author then attempted the 
ſtudy of che law,—a ſtndy the moſt improper for 
him, and in which he made little or no progreſs ; 
for a genius ſo lively could not ſubmit to the drudg- 
ery of that dry and ſedentary profeſſion. 

To attempt a character of the- works of this 
youthful Bard, would be equally vain as difficult. 
No colours but his own could paint it to the life ; 
and who in his line of compoſition can even draw 
the ſketch? His talent for verſification in the Scots 
dialect, has been exceeded by none,—equalled by 
few. The ſubjects he choſe were generally un- 
common, often temporary. His images and ſenti- 
ments were lively and ſtriking, which he had a knack 
in cloathing with the moſt agreeable and natural 
expreſſion. Had he enjoyed life and health to a 


maturer age, it is probable he would have revived. 


our ancient Cal;lonian Poetry, of late ſo much ne- 
glected or deſpiſed. His works are laſting monu— 
ments of his genius and vivacity. For ſocial life he 
poſſeſſed an amazing variety of qualifications, — With 
the beſt good nature, with much modeſtly, and the 


greateſt 
Author of the Epigoniad, — 


(42 


greateſt goodneſs of heart, he was always ſprightly, 
always entertaining. His powers of ſong were very 
great in a double capacity. When ſeated with ſome 
ſelect companions over a friendly bowl, his wit 
flaſhed like lightning, ſtruck the hearers irreſiſtibly, 
and ſet the table in a roar.—But, alas! theſe en- 
gaging, nay bewitching qualities, proved fatal to 
their owner, and ſhortened the period of his rational 
exiſtence. —Yet he found favour in the ſight of 
Providence, who was pleaſed ſpeedily to call him 
from a miſerable ſtate of being, to a life of early 
immortality, on the 16th October 1774. 

Thus died RozerT FERGUSSON, regretcd by his 
friends, and lamented by the lovers of poetry, of 
wit, and of ſong. 
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VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 
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ODE To tj: GOWDSPINEk. 


F RAE fields where SpRixc her ſweets has 
blawn 
Wi' caller verdure o'er the lawn, 
The GowDsP1NK comes in new attire, 
The braweſt *'mang the whiſtling choir, 
That, 'ere the ſun can clear his ein, 
Wy? glib notes ſane the fimmer's green. 
Sure NATURE herried mony a tree, 
For ſpraings and bonny ſpats to thee : 
Nae mair the Rainbow can impart . 
Sic glowing ferlies o' her art, 
Whaſe pencil wrought its freaks at will 
On thee the ſey-piece o her ſkill; 


A 
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| Nae mair thro? Straths in ſimmer dight 


We ſeek the Ross to bleſs our ſight ; 
Or bid the bonny wa'- flowers ſprout 
On yonder Roi x's lofty ſnout. 

Thy ſhining.garments far outſtrip 

The cherries upo' HE BE's lip, 

And fool the tints that Nature choſe 
To bulk and paint the crimſon roſe. 

: Mang man, wae's-heart ! we aften find 
The braweſt dreſt want peace of mind, 

While he that gangs wi” ragged coat 
Is weel contentit wi his lot. 

Whan Wan wi” glewy birdlime's ſet, 
To ſteal far aff your dautit mate, 
Blyth wad ye change your cleething gay 
In lieu of lav'rocks ſober gray. 

In vain thro? woods you ſair may ban 
The envious treachery of man, 

That w? your gowden gliſter ta'en, 
Still hunts you on the ſimmer's plain, 
And traps you *mang the ſudden fa's 
O winter's dreery dreepinꝰ ſnaws. 
Now ſteekit frae the gowany field, 
Frae ilka fav'rite houff and bield, 
But mergh, alas! to diſengage 

Jour bonny buik frae fettering cage, 


' Your | 


„„ 
Yo1 r free- born boſom beats in vain 
For darling liberty again. 
In Wix bow. hung, how aft we ſee 
Thee keek around at warblers free, 
That carrol ſaft, and ſweetly ſing 
WY? a' the blythneſs of the ſpring ? 
Like TANTALUS they hing you here 
To ſpy the glories o' the year; 
And tho? you're at the-burnie*s brink, 
They douna ſuffer you to drink; _ 
Ah, Liberty thou bonny dame, 
How wildly wanton is thy ſtrem, 
Round whilk the blrdies a” rejoice, . 
An' hail you wi' a gratefu' voice. 
The Gowdſpink chatters joyous here, 
And courts wi' gleeſome ſangs his peer: 
The Mav1s frae the new-bloom'd thorn 
Begins his laudt at eareſt morn ; . 
And herd lowns louping o'er the graſs, 
Needs far leſs fleetching till his laſs, 
Than paughty damſels bred at courts, 
Wha thraw their mou's, and take the dorts : _ 
But, reft of thee, fient flee we care 
For a' that life abint can ſpare. 
The Coudſpint, that-fae lang has kend 
Thy happy ſweets (his wonted friend), 
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Her ſad confinement ill can brook 
In ſome dark chamber's dowy nook 4 
Tho? Mary's hand his nebb ſupplies, 
Unkend to hunger's painfu' cries, 
Ev*n beauty canna chear the heart 
Frae life, frae liberty apart; 
For now we tyne its wonted lay, 
Sae lightſome ſweet, ſae blythly gay. 

Thus ForTuxE aft a curſe can gie, 
To wyle us far frae liberty; 
Then tent her ſyren ſmiles wha liſt, 
PI ne'er envy your G1RNEL's gri/? ; 
For whan fair freedom ſmiles nae mair, - 


Care I for life? Shame fa? the hair; 


A FIELD o'ergrown wi' rankeſt STCBBLE, 
The eſſence of a paltry bubble, 


CALLER WATER. 


WE father Adie firſt pat ſpade in 
The bonny yeard of antient Eden, 
His amry had nae liquor laid in 
Io ſire his mou', 
Nor did he thole his wife's upbraidin' 
| For being fou. 


. 
A aller burn o' filler ſneen, 
Ran cannily out o'er the green, 
And whan our gutcher's drouth had beet * 
To bide right ſair, - 
He loutit down and*drink bedeen 
A*dainty ſkair.- - 


His bairns a? before the flood 
Had langer tack. o' fleſh and blood, 
And on mair pithy ſhanks they ſtood = 
Than Noa#'s line, 
Wha ſtill hae been a feckleſs brood _ 
Wy drinking wine. 


The fuddlin* Bardies now-a-days *” 
Rin maukin-mad .in Bacchus” praiſe,” ' 


And limp and ſtoĩter thro? their . 
Anacreontic, 

While each his ſea of wine diſplays 
As big's the Pontic. 


My muſe will no gang far frae hame, 
Or ſcour a? airths to hound for fame; 
In troth the jillet ye might blame 
For thinking ot, 
Whan * ſhe can find the theme 


Of agua font. 
A 3 


1 0:3 . 
This is the name that doctors uſe \ 
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Their patients noddles to confuſe; \ 
Wi' /imples clad in terms abſtruſe, 
They labour ſtill, 


In kittle words to gar you rooſe 
Their want o' ſkill. 


But we'll hae nae ſick clitter- clatter, | 
And briefly to expound the matter, | 
It ſhall be ca'd good Caller Water, 
| Than whilk, I trow, 
Few drugs in doors ſhops are better 
For me or you. 


Tho? joints are ſtiff as ony rung, 
Your pith w? pain be fairly dung, 
Be you in Caller Water flung 
Out o'er the lugs, 
Till mak ou ſouple, {wack and young, 
Withouten drugs. 


Tho? cholic or the heart-ſcad teaze us, 
Or ony inward pain ſhould ſeize us, 
It maſters a ſic fell diſeaſes 
That would ye ſpulzie, 
And brings them to a canny criſis 
WY little tulzie. 
* Wer's 


1 


Wer't na for it the bonny laſſes 

Would glowr nae mair in keeking glaſſes, 

And ſoon tine dint o, a' the graces 
That aft conveen | 

In gleefu' looks and bonny faces, 


To catch our ein. 


The faireſt then might die a maid, 
And Cupid quit his ſhooting trade, 
For wha thro? clarty maſquerade 


Could then diſcover, 
Whether the featnres under ſhade 


Were worth a lover ? 


As ſimmer rains bring ſimmer ſhow'rs, 


And leaves to cleed the birken bow?rs, | g 


Sae beauty gets by caller ſhow'rs, | 
Sae rich a bloom 
As for eſtate, or heavy dow'rs 


Aft ſtands in room. 


What makes Auld Reikie's dames ſae fair, 
It canna be the haleſome air, 
But caller burn beyond compare, 
The beſt of ony, 
That gars them a' fic graces ſkair, 
* blink ſae bonny. 
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On May- day in a fairy ring, 

We've ſeen them round St Anthon s ſpring, 
Frae praſs the caller dew-draps wring 

To weet their ein, 


And water clear as cryſtal ſpring, 
To ſynd them clean. 


O may they till purſue the way 
To look ſae feat, ſae clean, ſae gay! 
Than ſhall their beauties glance like May, - 
And, like her, be 
The goddeſs of the vocal ſpray, | 
0 The Muſe and me. 


Tux SITTING or Tus SESSION. 


4 HOEBUS, ſair cow'd wi” ſimmer's hight, 
| 1 Cours near the vino wi' blinking light; 
4 Cauld ſhaw the haughs, nae mair bedight 

| | Wi' ſimmer's claes, 
They heeze the heart o' dowy wight 

| That thro? them gaes. 


Weel. 


1 
Weel loes me o' you, BUSINESS, now 4 
For ye'll weet mony a drouthy mou”, 
That's lang a eng gane for you, 
Withouten fill 
O' dribbles frae the gude brawn cow, 
Or Highland gill, 


The Couxr o' SESSION, weel wat I, 
Pits ilk chiel's whittle i' the pye, 
Can crieſh the ſla w- gaun wheels whan dry, 
Till Seſſion's done, 
Tho they'll ge mony a cheap and cry 
Or twalt a June, - 


Ye benders a', that dwall in joot, 
Yow'll tak your liquor clean cap out, 
p Synd your mouſe-webs wi' reaming ſtout, 
While ye hae caſh, 
And gar your cares a' tak the rout, 
An' thumb ne'er faſh, 


Ros G18p's grey gizz, new frizzÞ'd fine, 
Will white as ony ſnaw-ba' ſhine ; - * 
Weel does he loe the Law x coin 

.Whan doſhed down, 
For whiſky gills or dribbs of wine t 


In cauld forenoon. 
h Bar- 
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Bar-keepers now, at OUTER DOOR, 
Tak tent as fock gang back and fore; 


The fient ane there but pays his ſcore, 


Nane wins toll-free 


| Tho” ye've a Cavst the houſe before, 


Or agent be. 


Gin ony here wi? canxeR knocks, 
And has na louſ'd his filler pocks, 
Ye need na think to fleetch or cox; 
Come ſhawꝰ's your gear; 
Ae ſcabbit yew ſpills twenty Locks, 
Ye's no be here,” 


Now at the door they'll raiſe a plea ; - 
Crack on, my lads !—for flyting's roe . 


For gin 19 ſhou'd tongue · tacket be, 


The mair's the pity, 


' Whan ſcalding but and ben we ſee 


PENXDENTE LITE. 


The Lawy R's ſkelfs, and PRIxNTER's preſſes, . 
Grain unco ſair wi? weighty caſes ; 


The clark in toil his pleaſure places, 


To thrive bedeen; 
At five-hour*s bell ſcribes ſhaw their faces, 
And rake their ein. 
| The 
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The country fock to lawyers crook, | 
« Ah! weels me on your. bonny buik ! 
cc The benmoſt part o* my kiſt nook 
« I'll ripe for thee, 
« And willing ware my hindmoſt rook 
« For my decree.” 


But Law's a DRAW-WELL unco deep, 
Withouten R1M fock out to keep; | 
A donnart chiel, whan drunk, may dreep 

| Fu' ſleely in, 
But finds the gate baith tay and /teep, 


'Ere out he win. 


The RISING of the SESSION. 


O a' men living be it kend, 
The Sxssiox now is at an end: 
Writers, your finger · nebbs unbend, _ 
| And quatt the pen, 
Till Time wi' lyart pow ſhall ſend 
Blythe June again. 


Tir'd 


EC 
Tir'd o' the law, and a' its phraſes; 
The wylie writers, rich as Cra ſus, 
Hurl os the town in hackney chaiſes, 

For country cheer : 
The pruny that in ſpring-time grazes, 
Thrives a' the year, 


Ye lawyers, bid fareweel to lies, 
Fareweel to din, fareweel to fees, 
The canny hours o' reſt may pleaſe 
| Inſtead o' filler : 
Hain'd multer hads the mill at eaſe, 
And finds the miller, 


Blythe they may be wha wanton play 
In fortune bonny blinkin ray, 
Fu” weel can they ding dool away 
WY comrades couthy, 
And never dree a hungert day, | 


| Or e&ening drouthy. 


Ohon the day for him that's laid, 
In dowie poortith*s caldrife ſhade, 


Ablins o'er honeſt for his trade, 


He racks his wits, 
ow he may get his buik weel clad, 
And fill his guts. 


ö 


The 


EF tek 
The farmers ſons, as yap as ſparrows, 
Are glad, I trow, to flee the barras, | 
And whiſtle to the plough and harrows " 


At barley ſeed : 
What writer wadna gang as far as : 


He cou'd for bread! 


After their yokin, I wat weel 
They'll ſtoo the kebbuck to the heel; | 
Eith can the plough-ſtilts gar a chiet | 
: | Be unco vogie, 
Clean to lick aff his crowdy- meal, 
And ſcart his cogie, 


Now mony a fallow's dung adrift 
Io a' the blaſts beneath the lift, 

And tho” their ſtamack's aft in tift 
, 8 In vacance time, 

Yet ſeenil do they ken the. rift 


O” ſtappit weym. 


Now gin a Notar ſhou'd be wanted, 
You'll find the pillars gayly planted ; 
For little thing proteſts are granted 
Upo a bill, 
And weightieſt matters covenanted* 
For half a gill. 
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Nae body taks a morning dribb 
O” Holland gin frae Robin Gibb ; 
And tho? a dram to Rob's mair ſib 
Than is his wife, 
* tak time to daut his Rib 
Till ller's rife. 


This vacance is a heavy doom 
On Indian Peter's coffee- room, 


For a' his china pigs are toom; 


Nor do we ſee 
In wine the ſucker biſkets ſoom 


As light's a flee, 


Burt ſtop, my Muſe, nor mak a main, 

Pate diſna fend on that alane ; 

He can fell twa dogs wi' ae bane, 
While ither fock 


Maun reſt themſelves content wi' ane, 


Nor farer trock, 


Ye change-houſe keepers never grumble, 
Tho? you a while your bickers whumble, 
Be unco patientfu* and humble, 
Nor mak a din, 
Tho? gude joot binna kend to rumble 


Your weym within, 


Ton 


C35 1 
You needna grudge to draw your breath | 
For little mair than half a reath, 
Than, gin we a' be ſpar'd frae death, 
We'll gladly prie 
Freſh noggans o' your reaming graith 
| WY? blythſome glee, 
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LEITH RACES. 


I, 
Fy JuLY month, ae bonny morn, 
Whan Nature's rokelay green 
Was ſpread o'er ilka rigg o“ corn 
To charm our roving een; 
Glouring about I ſaw a quean, 
The faireſt *nearh the lift ; 
Her een were o' the filler ſheen, 
Her /in like ſnawy drift, 
Sae white that day. 
„ 
Quod ſhe, “ I ferly unco fair, 
That ye ſud muſand gae, 
% Ye wha hae ſang o HALLOW. Alk, 
© Her winter's pranks and play: 
| B 2 © Whan 
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% Whan on Lx1TH-SanDs the racers rare, 


3 Jocky louns are met, 


« Their orrow pennies there to ware, 
And drown themſel's in debt 
« Fu' deep that day.“ 


III. 
An' wha are ye, my winſome dear, 
That takes the gate ſae early ? 
Whare do ye win, gin ane may ſpear, 
For J right meikle ferly, 
That fick braw buſkit laughing laſs 
Thir benny blinks ſhou'd gie, 


An' loup like Hebe oer the graſs, 


As wanton and as free 
Frae dule this day? 
| IV.' 

« I dwall amang the caller ſprings 

«© That weet the Land o' Cakes, 
4 And aften tune my canty firings 

« At bridals and late- wales: 
4% I hey ca' me Mirth; I ne'er was kend 


« To grumble or look ſour, 
« But blyth wad be a lift to lend, 


40 Gy ye wad ley my pow” r 


gu. t ( 


% An pith chis day. ” 


A. 


C (TP) oJ * 


73 V. . * 

A bargain be't, and, by my feggs, 1 9 ! 
Gif ye will be my mate, 5 F \ 
Wi' you I ll ſcrew the cheery pegs; #2 9 
Ve ſhanna ſind me blate; a ? | 
We'll reel an' ramble thro? the ſands, = 
And jeer wi' a' we meet; 0 1 \ 
Nor hip the daft and gleeſome bands 9 
That fill EDina's ſtreet | 3 
Sae thrang this day. ; | 
| VI. | i 
Ere ſervant maids had wont to riſe | un 
To ſeeth the breakfaſt kertle, 4 
Ik dame her braweſt ribbons tries, | 

To put her on her mettle, [ 

Wi' wiles ſome filly chiel to trap 4 

(And troth he's fain to get her,) : | 


% 
* » - by 4 
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* 2 
i, 


But (ell craw kniefly in his crap, 
Whan, wow ! he canna flit her 
Frae bame chat day. | 


VII. 3 
Now. mony a ſcaw?'d and bare - ars d lown ö 
Riſe early to cheir wark, 
En-ugh t. ti-y a muckle town, 
Wi dinſome ſqueel and bark; 
| B3 
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« Here 15 the true an? faithfuꝰ liſt 


O' Noblemen and Horſes ; 


“Their eild, their weight, their height, their griſt, 


That rin for Plates or Purſes 


« Fu fleet this day.“ 


VIII. 


To Whiſky Plooks that brunt for wooks 


On town-guard ſoldiers faces, 

Their barber bauld his whittle crooks, 
An' ſcrapes them for the races: 

Their Stumps, erſt us'd to Filipegs, 
Are dight in ſpatterdaſhes, 

W hafe barkent hides ſcarce fend their legs 
Frae weet and weary plaſhes 


O” dirt that day. 
= 


Come, hafe a care (the captain cries), 


On guns your bagnets thraw ; 
« Now mind your manual exerciſe, 
„ Ar” marſh down raw by raw.” 
And as they march he'll glowr about, 
'Tent a? their cuts and ſcars: 


Mang them fell monv a gauly ſnout 


Has guſht in buth-day wars, 


WY blude that day. 


- 


X. 
Her Nane ſel maun be carefu* now, 
Nor man ſhe be miſleard, 
Sin baxter lads hae ſeal'd a vow 
To ſkelp and clout the guard; 
I'm ſure Auld Reikie kens o' nane 
That wou'd be ſorry at it, 
Tho” they ſhould dearly pay the kane 
An' get their tails weel ſautit 


And lair thir days. 


1 KL 
The tinkler billies the. Bow 
Are now leſs eidant clinking, 
As lang's their pith or filler dow, 
They're daſfin', and they're drinking, 
Bedown Leith-walk what burrochs reel 
O' ilka trade and ſtation, 
That gar their wives an? childer feel | 
Toom weyms for their libation | | 
Q drink thir days. 
| — XII. 
The browſter wives thegither harl 
A” traſh that they can fa' on; 
They rake the grounds o ilka barrel, 
To Yr by the lawen : - 
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For weel wat they a ſkin leal het 
For drinking needs nae hire; 


At drumbly gear they take nae pet; 


Foul water ſlockens fre 
And ** Ghir _ 


XIN. 
They ſay, ill ale has been the deid 
O” mony a beirdly lown ; 
Then dinna gape like gleds wi greed 
To ſweel hail bickers down; 


Giu Lord ſend mony ane the morn, 


They'll ban fu? ſair the time 
That e'er they toutit aff the horn, 
Which wambles thro' their weym 
Wi pain that day. 
XIV. 
The Buchan bodies thro* the beech 
Their bunch of Findrums cry, 
An' ſkirl out bauP, in Norland ſpeech, 
“ Guid ſpeldings, fa will buy.” 
An', by my ſaul, they're nae wrang yu 
To guſt a ſtirrab's mow; 
Weel ſtaw'd wi' them, he'll never {pear 
The price o being fu” 
Wr at dba dy. 


XV. | * |. 
Now wyly wights at Rowly Powl, 
An' flingin' o' the Dice, _ 
Here brake the banes o' mony a ſoul 
WI fa's upo' the ice: 
At firſt the gate ſeems fair an? 3 | 
So they had fairly till her ; 
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But wow! in ſpite o a' their maught, ? 
They're rookit o' their filler 4 
| An' goud that day. 3 
XVI. 1 
Around where'er ye fling your een, 4 
The Haiks like wind are ſcourin' ; EE 4 
Some chaiſes honeſt folk contain, a oe 4 
Ar? ſome hae mony a 7//Þore in; | 
Wi' roſe and lilly, red and white, | 
They gie themſelves fic fit airs, i 
Like Dian, they will ſeem perfite ; 4 
But its nae goud that glitters ä q 
WY them thir days. 1 
Au.! fs; tel 34.10 1 
The Lyon here, wi' open paw, * 
May cleek in monny hunder, | 1 1 


Wha geck at SCOTLAND and her law, 
His wyly talons under ; 


E 
For ken, tho? Jamie's laws are auld, 

(Thanks to the wiſe recorder!) 
1 His Lyon yet roars loud and bauld, 
; 1 To had the Whigs in order 
b SBae prime this day. 
1x XVIII. 
5 | To town-guard DRUT of clangor clear, 
| Baith men and ſteeds are raingit ; 
Some liveries red or yellow wear, 

And ſome are tartan ſpraingit: 
And now the red, the blue e'en-now 

Bids faireſt for the market ; 
But, ere the ſport be done, I trow 

Their ſkins are gayly yarkit 

And peePd thir days. 

Siclike in RoBINHOOD debates, 

Whan twa chiels hae a pingle ; 
1 E' en- now ſome couli gets his aits, 
An' dirt wi words they mingle, 
Till up loups he, wi' diction fu', 

There's laug and dreech conteſting Pe 
For now they're near the point in view z 
Now ten miles frae the que! Hon 
In hand that night. 


XX. 


12 4 
XX. 
The races o'er, they hale the dools 
Wy drink o' a' kin-kind; 
Great feck gae hirpling hame like fools, | 
The cripple lead the blind. 
May neꝰ er the canker o' the drink 
E' er make our ſpirits thrawart, 
*Caſe we git wharewitha® ro wink 
WY een ar blues a blawart 
WY frais thir days! 


The FARMER?s INGLE. 


Et multo in primis hilarans convivia Baccho, 


Ante focum, ſi frigus erit. Vins. Bvuc, 
| „ 
W gloming grey out o'er the welkin 
hacks | $2 


Whan Batie ca's his owſen to the byre, 
Whan Thraſher John, ſair dung, his barn-door 
ſteeks, 
And luſty laſſes at the dighting tire: 
What bangs fu? leal the &enings coming cauld, 
And gars ſnaw-tapit winter freeze in vain; 
Gars dowie mortals look baith blyth and bauld, 
Nor fly*d wi? a' the poortith o' the plain; 
Begin, my Muſe, and chant in hamely itrain, 


1 


II. 
Frae the big ſtack, weel winnow't on the hill, 
WY adivets theekit frae the weet and drift, 
Sodr, peate, and heatſhory turfs the chimley fill, 
And gar their thick'ning ſmeek ſalute the lift; 
The gudeman, new come hame, is blyth to find, 
Whan he out o'er the halland flings his een, 
That ilka turn is handled to his mind, | 
That a' his houſie looks ſae coſh and clean; 
For cleanly houſe loes he, tho? e' er ſae mean. 


III. 

Wee! kens the gudewife that the pleughs require 

A heartſome meltith, and refreſhing ſynd 
© nappy liquor, o'er a bleezing fire: 


Sair wark and poortith douna weel be join'd, 


WY butter'd bannocks now the girdle reeks ; 


I” the far nook the bowie briſkly reams ; 

The readied kail ſtand by the chimley checks, 
And had the riggin het wi! welcome ſtreams ; 
W hilk than the daintieſt kitchen nicer ſeems, 


| IV. 
Frae this lat gentler gabs a leſſon lear ; 


W ad they to labouring lend an eidant hand, 
They'd rax fell ſtrang upo' the ſimpluſt fare, 
Nor find their ſtamacks ever at a ſtand. 
Fu? 


Ly 


- [ i 3 1 f 
Fu? bale and healthy wad they paſs the day, 
At night in calmeſt ſlumbers doſe fu' ſound, 
Nor doctor need their weary life to ſpae, 
Nor drogs their noddle and their ſenſe confound, 
Till death flip ſleely on, and gie, the hindmoſt. 
wound. | 


. 
On ſicken food has mony a doughty deed 
By Caledonia's anceſtors been done; 
By this did mony wight fu? weirlike bleed 
In brulzies frae the dawn to ſet .o? ſun; 
Tas this that brac'd their gardies, tiff and ſtrang; 
That bent the deidly yew in antient days, 1 
J. aid Denmark's daring ſons on yird alang, i 1 
Gar' d Scottiſh thri/tles bang the Roman bays-2- . 4 F 
For near our creſt their heads they dought, na © | 
raiſe. . | 


VI. 
The couthy cracks begin whan ſupper's o'er, * 
The cheering bicker gars them glibly gaſh 
O' {immer's. /howery blinks and winters ſour, -* 1 
Whaſe floods did erſt their mailins produce haſh : | 4 
Bout kirk and market eke their tales gae on, 
How . Jock woo'd Jenny here to be his bride, - 
And there how Marion, for a baſtard ſon, 3 
Upo? the cutty-/{ool was forc'd to ride, 1 
The waefu” ſcald o' our Meſs John to bide. 
C VII 
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| VII. 
The fient a chiep's amang the barnies now; 
For a' their anger's wi' their hunger gane: 
Ay maun the childer, wi a faſtin mou', 
Grumble and greet, and make an unco-mane, 
In rangles round before the ingle's low : 
Frae gudame's mouth auld warld tale they hear, 
O” Warlocks louping round the Wirrilo, 
O' ghaiſts that win in glen and kirk- yard drear, 
Whilk touzles a' their tap, and gars them ſhak 
wy fear. = 


| VIII. 
For weel ſhe trows that fiends and fairies be 
Sent frae the de'il to fleetch us to our ill; 
That ky hae tint their milk wi' evil eie, 
And corn been ſcowder'd on the glowing kill. 


O mock na this, my friends! but rather mourn, 


«+ Ye in life's braweſt ſpring wr reaſon clear, 
Wy eild our idle fancies a' return, 
And dim our dolefu' days wi' bairnly fear; 
The mind's ay cradled whan the grave is near. 
| Tv. 
Yet thrift, induſtrious, bides her lateſt days, 
Thoꝰ age here ſair dow'd front wi? runcles wave, 
Yet frae the ruſſet lap the /pindle plays, | 
Her e'enin ſtent reels the as weel's the lave. 
On 


% 


* 


C * 1 
On ſome feaſt- day, the wee-things buſkit brau- 
Shall heeze her heart up wi' a ſilent joy, 


Fw cadgie chat her head was up and ſaw 
Her ain ſpun deething on a darling oy, 


Careleſs tho” death ſhou'd make the feaſt her 


foy. | 
| * 
In its auld lerroch yet the deas remains, 
Whare the gudeman aft ſtreeks him at his eaſe, 
A warm and canny lean for weary banes 
O' labꝰt ers doilꝰd upo' the wintry leas: 
Round him will badrins and the colly come, 
To wag their tail, and caſt a thankfu' eie 
To him who kindly flings them mony a crum 
O' kebbock whany'd, and dainty fadge to prie s 
This a' the boon they crave, and a' the fee. 
Frae him the lad their morning counſel tak, 
What ere he wants to ee what rigs to- 
till; 
How big a birn maun lie on buſſe's back, 
For meal and multure to the thirling mill, 
Nieſt the gudewife her hireling damſels bids 
Glour thro” the byre, and ſee the hawkies bound, 
Take tent caſe Crummy tak her wonted tids, 
And ca? the laiglen's treaſure on the ground, 
W hilk ſpills a kebbuck nice, or yellow pound. 
C 2 XII. 
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XII. 


Then a' the houſe for ſleep begin to grien, 


Their joints to lack frae induſtry a while; 
The leaden God fa's heavy on their ein, 
And haffſins ſteeks them frae their daily toil: 
The cruizy too can only blink and bleer, 
The reſtit ingle's done the maiſt it dow ; 


' Tackſman and cott ar eke to bed maun ſteer, 


Upo? the cod to clear their drumly pow, 
Till wauken'd by the dawning's ruddy glow. 


Peace to the huſbandman and à“ his tribe, 
Whaſe care fells a our wants frae year to 
year; 7 


Lang may his ſock and couter turn the gleyb, 


And bauks o' corn bend down wi' laded ear. 
May ScoT14's ſunmers ay look gay and green, 
Her yellow har'ſts frae ſcowry blaſts decreed ; 
May a? her tenants fit fu* ſnug and bien, 
Frae the hard grip of ails and poortith freed, 
And a lang laſting train o peaceful hours ſuc- 
ceed. 
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Tan ELECTION. 


Nunc eſt bibendum, ei bendere B1CKERUM magnum: 3. 
Cavete TOWN-GUARDUM,, Do— G—dd—m 
atque C—pb—m. | 
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I. 
3 ye BuRGHERS, ane an' a', 
Lang look*t for's come at laſt; 
Sair war your backs held to the wa? 
WY poortith an' wi? faſt: 
Now ye may clap your wings an“ craw, 1 
And gayly buſk ilk' feather, Mad? 
For Deacon Cocks hae paſſ d a law 
To rax an' weet your leather 
WY drink thir days. 
II. 
Haſte Epps, quo Ichn, an? bring my of 
Take tent ye dinna't ſpulzie : 
Laſt night the barber gae't a frizz, 
An' ſtraikit it wi? ulzie. 
Hae done your paritch; laſſie Laz, 
Gie me my ſark an' gravat; 
I'ſe be as braw's the Deacon ig 
Whan he taks Aidavit | 
O' Faith the day. 
OOH 
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ä 
"Whar's Johnny gaun, cries neebour Bet, 
That he's ſae gayly bodin 
"WP new kam'd wig, weel Fynder face, 
Silk hoſe, for hamely hodin'?' 
4 Our Johnny's nae ſma? drink you'll guels, 
« He's trig as ony muic-cock, 
ce An' forth to mak a Deacon, laſs; 
« He downa ſpeak to poor fock 
8 Like us the day.“ 


W. 
The coat ben-by i ther kiſt-nook, | 
i That's been this towmonth Nani; 
Is brought yence mair thereout to look, 
To fleg awa the vermin; | 
Menzies o Moths an' Flaes are ſhook, 
An' Y the floor they howder, 
Till in a birn beneath the crook | 
They're ſingit wy a ſcowder 
To death that day. 


v. 
The canty cobler quats his ſta“, 
His Rozet an' his Lingans ; 
His buik has dree'd a ſair, ſair fa? 
Frae meals o' bread an' ingans : 
| Now 


1 81 5 
Now he's a pow o' wit an” lau, 
An' taunts at ſoals an' heels; 


To Walker*s he can rin awa, 
There whang his creams an“ jeelr 


Wi life that day. 


| | VI. 
The lads in order tak their ſeat, 
(The de' il may claw the clungeſt!) 
They ſtegh an' connach ſae the meat, 


Their teeth mak mair than tongue haſte ; 


Their claes ſae cleanly dight an' feat, 
An' eke their craw-black beavers, 
Like maſters mows hae found the gate 
To taſſels teugh wi ſlavers 
Fw lang that day. 


. 

The dinner done, for brandy ſtrang 
They cry, to weet their thrapple, 

To gar the ſtamack bide the bang, 
Nor wi' its laden grapple. 

The grace is ſaid—its nae o'er lang; 
The claret reams in bells ; 

Quod Deacon let the toaſt round gang, 
Come, here's our Noble els 


: Weel met the day,” 


VIII, 


l 
„ U · Toy 1 
Weels me o' drink, quo? cooper Will, 
My barrel has been geyz'd ay, * 
An' has na gotten fic a fill 
Sin fu' on handfel-Teyſday : - 
But makes-na, now it's got a ſweel, 
Ae gird I ſhanna caſt lad; 
Or elſe I with the horned de'il 
May Will wi kittle caſt dad 
| To h—l! the day. 


i ; fe 
The Magiſtrates fo! wyly are, | 
Their lamps are gayly blinking, td 
But they might as leive burn elſewhere, 
 Whan fock's blind fi? wi drinking. 
Our Deacon wadna ca? a chair, 


The foul ane durſt him na- ſay; . 1 
He took ſhanks-naig, but, fient may care! F 
He arſlins kiſs'd the cauſey : 
Wi' bir that night. 
X. 4 
'Weel-loes me O you, ſouter Jock, 
For tricks ye buit be trying, \ 
Whan greapin for His ain bed-ſtock, 


He fa's whare Will's wife's lying, 


Will 


3 


Will coming hame wi' ither fock, 
He faw Joch there before him; 
Wi' Maſter Laiglen like a brock 
He did wi' ſtink maiſt ſmore him f 
Fu ſtrang that night. 


XI. 
Them wi' a' ſouple leathern whang 

He gart them fidge and girn ay, | 
% Faith, Chiel, ye's no for naething gang 

“Gin ye man reel my pirny.” 
Syne w? a muckle alſhin lang 

He brodit Maggie's hurdies; 

An' cauſe he thought her i' the wrang, 


There paſsd nae bonny wor dies 
M lang them that night. 
XII. 


Now, had ſome laird his lady fand 


In fic unſeemly courſes, y 
It might hae loos'd the haly band, 1 
WY law: ſuits an' Divorces : 
But the nieſt day they a- hook hands, 
And ilka crack did ſowder, 


While Megg for drink her apron pawns, ; 
For @ the gude - man cow'd her | q 
Whan fu? laſt night. 
| XIII. 


"8 6 7 
NI. 
Glowr round the cawſey, up an' down, 
What mobbing and what plotting ! 
Here politicians bribe a loun 
Againſt his ſaul for voting. 
The gowd that inlakes half a crown 
Thir blades lug out to try them, 
They pouch the gowd, nor faſh the town 
For won an” ſcales to weigh them 
Exact that day. 


XI V, 

Then Deacons at the counſel ſtent 

To get themſel's preſentit: 
For towmonths twa their ſaul is lent, 

For the town's gude indentit: 
Lang's their debating thereanent; 

About Proteſts they're bauthrin, 
While Sandy Fife, to make content, 

On Bells plays Clout the Caudron 

To them that day. 


XV. 
Ye lowns that troke in doctor's ſtuff, 
Lou'll now hae unco flaiſters; 
Whan windy blaws their Stamacks puff, 
They'll need baith pills an” plaiſters ; 
| For 


V 


7 


L 1 


For tho? e' en- now they look right bluff, 
Sic drinks, ere Hillocks meet, 
Will hap ſome Deacons in a truff, 
Inrow'd in the lang leet ; 
O doen yon alake; i 


— 3% 


To Tus TRON-KIRK BELL 
{has , crazy, dinſome thing, 


As e' er was fram'd to jow or ring, 
What gar' d them fic in ſteeple hing | 
They ken themſeP, 
But weel wat I they coudna bring, 
War ſounds frae hell. 


What de'il are ye? that I ſhou'd bann, 
Your neither kin to pat nor pan; 
Nor uly pig, nor maifter-cann 
But weel may gie 
Mair pleaſure to the ear o/ man 
| Than ſtroke o? thee. 


Fleece merchants may look bald, I trow, = 

Sin a* Auld Reikie's childer now | 

Maun tap their lugs wi' teats o* woo, 
Thy ſound to bang, | 7 

And keep it frae gawn thro? and thro, | | 
WY jarrin' twang. | 

Yow 5 | 
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Your noiſy tongue, there's nae abideint, 


Like ſcaulding wife's, there is nae guideint:, 


Whan Pm bout ony bus'neſs eident, 
It's ſair to thole; 


To deave me; than, ye tak a pride in't 
Wi' ſenſeleſs Knall. 


O! war I provoſt o' the town, 
I ſwear by a' the pow'rs aboon, 
Pd bring ye w? a reeſle down; 
Nor ſhud you thin 
(Sae ſair I'd crack and clour your crown) 
Again to clink. 
For whan I've toom'd the meikle cap, 
An' fain wad fa' owr in a nap, 
Troth I cou'd doze as ſoun's a tap, 
Wer't na for thee + 

That gies the tither weary chap 

| To wauken me. 


I dreamt ae night I ſaw Auld Nick; 
' Quo” he, © This bell o mine's a trick, 
« A wylie piece o' politic, 
| A cunnin ſnare 
« To o trap fock in a 195915 ſtick, | 
Exe they're aware. 
« Ag 


8 


A ö * oats 


1 * 1 
« As lang's my dautit bell hings there, 
« A* body at the kirk will kar; 
Quo they, gif he that preaches there 
Like it can wound, 


«© We douna care a ſingle hair 
| 1 joyfw Te” - 


If magiſtrates wi me wad 'gree, | 
For ay tongue-tackit ſhud you be, 
Nor fleg wi' antimelody 


Whaſe lugs were never made to dree 
T doolfu ſhock. 


But far frae thee the bas/zes'dwell, 
Or they wud ſcunner at your knell, 
Gie the foul. thief his tiven bell, 
| And than, I trow, 
The en hads, ce the de'il himſe 
«© Has got his due.“ 


MuTUaL COMPLAINT or PLAINSTANE'S 


and CAUSEY, in their Mother ctbngue. 


INCE Merlin laid Auld Reilie's cauley, 
And made her o' his wark right ſaucy, 
The ſpacious /treet and plainſtanes 


Were never kend to crack but ane s, | 
D Whilk 


Sic honeſt fock, | wy 
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KEEN 51 
Whilk happened on the hinder night, 
Whan Fraſer's ule tint its light, ; 
C' Highland ſentries nane were wankin, 
To hear their cronies glibbly taukin ; 


For them this wonder might hae rotten, 


and, like night robb'ry, been forgotten, 
Had na' a cadie, wi' his lanthron, N 
Been gleg enough to hear them bant'rin, 
Wha came to me neiſt morning early, 
To gre me tidings o' this ſerly. | 

Ye taunting lowns trow this nae Joke, 
For anes the aſs of Balaam ſpoke, 
Better than lawyers do, forſooth, 
For it ſpake naething but the truth ! 
Whether they follow its example, 


You'll ken beſt whan you hear the ſample. 
"PLAINSTANES. 


My friend; thir hunder years and mair, 
We've been forfoughen late and air, 
In ſun- ſnine, and in weety weather, 

Our thrawart lot we bure thegither. 

I never growl'd, but was content 

Whan ilk ane had an equal ſtent, 

But now to flyte I'ſe &en be bauld, 
Whan I'm wi? fic a grievance thrall' d. 
| How 


1. 9 

How haps it, ſay,” that mealy bakers, 
Hair-kaimers, crieſh gezy- makers, 
Shou'd a' get leave to: waſte their p.qders 
Upo' my beaux and fadies:ſhoutders'? © 
My travellers are fley'& to; dein ts 
WY creels. wanchaney, heap'd wi bread, 
Frae whilk hing down uncanny nickſticks, 
That aften gie the-maidens ſic licks, 

As make them blyth to ſkreen their faces 
Wi' hats and muckle maum bartgrnces, tits !2 
And cheat the lads that fol W Nas tee 

The glances o' a Pauky cie 

Or gie thir loyes.a Wylie 1 "+ 5 
That erſt might lend their aeg a « nk! 
Speak, was I made to dree the adin 
O' Gallic chairman heavy treadin, 
Wha in my tender huke bore holes 
Wi' waefu' tackets i? the ſoalss 
O broggs, whilk on my body amp, 
And wound n death at Yka clamp? 


""CAVU'SEY. 


1128 1 , 13 


Weil crackit friend—lIt aft ws true, 
Wi' nacthing fock. make maiſt ado; _ 
Weel ken ye, tho! ve doughtna * «bs 
I pay the, tajelt kain, myſell; . 

D 2 
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\Eneugh to rug my very ſaul up; * 


11 


Owr me ilk day big waggons rumble, 
And a' my fabric birze and jumble 
Owr me the muckle horſes gallop, 


And coachmen never trow they're ſinning, 
While down the ftreet their wheels are ſpinning. 
Like thee, do I not bide the brunt 
O' Highland chairman's heavy dunt ? 
Yet I hae never thought o' breathing 
Complaint, or making din for naething, 


PLAINSTANES. 


Had fae, and lat me get a word in, 
Your backs beſt f tted for the burden 
And I can eithly tell you Why, 5 
Ye're doughtier by far than I? 22 
For hin- ſtanes, how kit frae the cralps, 

May thole the prancing feet of nalgs, | 

Nor ever fear uncamy hotches 
Frae clumſy carts or hackney-coaches, | 
While I, a weak and feckleſs creature, 

Am moulded by a ſafter nature. | 

WY maſon's cite! dighted e 

To gar me lock baith' clean and feat, 


I ſcarce can bear a fairer *thump © 129 
| Thom comes frae ſole 4 ſhoe or * 33 
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I grant, indeed, , that, now and than 
Yield eo a paten's; pith I mam; W TE 542 
But patens, tho they're aften plenty, i; 
Are ay laid down wi feet fulitetſtyꝰꝛ | 
And ſtroaks frae ladies, tho? theyre ed 1 
I freely maun a ate pleaſing.” 4 Atoms 
For what ufe was Fade! 1. . | 
It was na tamely to*thap under Le at” 
The weight 0* Uk codroch chlelg. 20741196 onc 
That does my ſtin to targets peel :; 
But gin I gueſs aright, my trade is N 
To fend frae {kaith the bormy ladies 
To keep the bairnies free fuae harm 
W han airing in their nurſes arms, ig 5 
To be a ſafe and eamybield 4, IF Deen FH; A 
For growing youth or drooping endete 
Take then frae'me-the-heavy _ $3.1 TD 
O' burden-bearers heavy ſhod. 210 
Or, by my troth, the gude auld 1 
Hae this affair beſore their council. 


cAUsE v.) 1 


1 dinna chte a fitighs bt) 
"Tho? ſuminon' d by 4 melt: 
Sae leally Ill propone defenec, al 
As get ye nung fot” my expences zj: 


D . Lon 


| t 4 1 
Your libel Fl impugn verbatim, 


And hae a magnum dammum Ag,ẽju + - Ls, * 
For tho” frae Arthur ſrat I ſprang; - 1 + 
And am in conſtitution ſtrang. uWwob Dis. Vs, 
Wade it not fret che bardeſt ane, ; 
Beneath the Luckenbooths to gran Fon of. 
Tho” magiſtrates the Creſi diſcard. 
It makes na whan they leave the Cuurd, 

A lumberſome and ſtinkin bigging, 
That rides the ſaireſt on. my rigging, _ | 
Poor me owrmeikle. do ye. blame, - . 
For tradeſmen tramping on your wame, 
Vet a' your advocates and braw fock 
Come till to me twixt ane and twa clock, 
And never yet were kend to range 

At Charlie's Statue or Exchange. 
Then tak your beaux and macaronies, 1. 
Gie me trades- fock and country Johnies; 
The deiPs in't gin ye dinna ſigg 
Your ſentiments conjunct wr? mine. 


PLAINSTANE s. 


41 


Gin we twa cou'd be as auld-farrant- 
As gar the council gie a warrant, 
IIk lown rebellious. te tak, 
ha. walks not in the proper track, 
5 And 


ad 


And of three ſhillings Scottiſh ſuck him, 
Or in the where hole ſair doulè him 
This might aſſiſt the poor's collection, 


"But firſt, Edad rok be good oy. 


Shou'd liſten; to our jdint petition, 2! 


L 43 J 


And gie baith parties latisfaction. 8107241 
ul Ex AUS Ex. bling AC 


To bring it to the Robinhood , | 
Whare we ſhall hae the \queſtion ſtated, | 
And keen, and crabbitly debated, 
Whether the provoſt and the bailies, | 
For. the town” O gude whaſe daily aun 


12 


And ſee obtecager'd the conditions. Lo 


* k % * 1 P 


PLAINSTANES:. 


Content am- I—But eaſt the gate is 
The ſun, wha taks his leave of Thetis, 3 
And comes to wauken honeſt fock, 115 os 
That gang to wark at ſax o'clock ;\ 5 
It ſets us to be dumb a While, 

And let qur words gie Place to > toil, 


e TE * Sf. NIST A 2.535 1 
new inſtituted bloom, then held. weekly inghe 
Thiſtle Lodge, but which now! goes unden Ihe name of 
te PANTHEON, and meets occafionally in Mary's 
© Chapel, where the grand concerns of the nation are. 


| debated by a ſet of juvenile Cicero's, 


1 E N 1 
Ai hat Anf enwilfiet 2912 *% HA 
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Henna Baaxny, and We 


N auld worm eaten ſkelf, in cellar dunk, 
Whare Hearty, e Wi I W 
trunk, dert 8 
Twa chappin bottles, 3 wi? liquor fi, Sk 
BRANDY the tane, the tither WHISKY, blue, 


Grew canker'd; for che twa ware het wins, 


An' het-ſkia'd, fock to flyting ſoon. begin 
The FRENCHMAN, fg zd,. and firſt wad foot the 


field, »Cll 4X & ST LW, ts F; 181 1 11 V3 10 ) - © g 4 H 


While paughty cor ſcorn'd to 3 or 


yield. 4 & 13 V 14 14 
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Black . 1 fal'ye — 4 1 miſſear'd, 


Blawn by the Porters, 'C bairmen, Ci ity. Guard" 
Hae ye nae breeding, that you cock your- -nofe 
Againſt my ſweetly gute e cordial doſe. 

I've been near pauky courts, and aften there 


C 


"Hke ca*d hy/tericks frae the dowy fair; 
Nd chu lier ufr gaell ꝑreening for my: ſmack, 
"T6 gat them bavkly gldur, aft gathly'crack;” 

-. The prieft, to bang miſhaunters black, and 8 


Has ſought mg, in his doſet for his prayers, TR 
What 
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FThrawart to fix me in this weary hole, 


— 45 J | 
What tig then takes the fates, that they can thole, 


" y 1 y 
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Sair faſh'd wi! din, wi darkneſs, and wi ſtinks, 
Whare cheery, day- light tho? the mirk neꝰ er blinks, 


WHISKY, 


But ye maun be content, and mauna rue, 
Tho? erſt yeꝰve bizz'd in bonny madam's mou; 
WY thoughts like thae; your heart may ſairly dunt; 
The warld's now-chang'd, its nae like ule and wont; 
For here, wae's me! there's nouther lord nor laird 
Come to get heartſcad frae their ſtamack ſkair'd: 
Nae mair your cour tier louns will ſhaw their face, 
For they glowrleiry at a friend's diſgrace; : 
But heeze-your heart up Whan at court you hear 


The patriot's tbr apple wat wr? reaming been: 


Whan chairman, weary wi' his daily gain, 
Can ſynd his whiſtle wi? the clear Champdien ; 
Be hopefu', for the time will ſoon; row round, 

Whan y Il nae langer d walli heneath the G N 


1 


911i! BRANDY, IG £37 3 

pf F Rist 532 
Was, unk dd I fa es ſhine \ 
Wy gowgim; glitter, thro? the chryſtal fk. : [ 25) 
To thole your. taunts, that e e Hen form 
Ayaifrae lug is, quegh, or trancher train; 
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Git honour wad but lat, a Challenge ſhou'd 

Twin ye 0⁵ Vightand tongue and Hiphlarid' 6 2 
Wi Gairds like thee 1 ſcorn to file my thumb, 
For gentle ſpirits gentle breeding doom. 


WH IS K v. 

Truly chink it tight" you get your alms, 
Your high heart humbled amang common drams : 
Bua w days for youj'whan fools newfangle fain, 
Ie ither countries better thafl tlleir ain, 

Ber tete ye'never ſaw ſid cllaney days, 
Sic balls, aſſemblies, operas; or plays : 
Hame- oer langſyne you hae been blyth to pack 


Vour # upon a farkleſs ſoldier's back; 


For you thir lads, as weel-dear'd trav'lers tell, 
Had ſell'd their , gin farks they d had to ſell. 
2758 peer, pats poortith an' black burning | 
ſhame, BY, 
Te drh,⏑¹t and drivel out ae at hame. 


LAtake! the bos o'er weel kend'throughout, 


Sae fair'ſt vi me, tho 1 can heat the ſkin, 
And ſet the faul upon a merry pin, 
Yet I am hatneil, there's the ſour mifchance ! 
Pm fot ftae Tukey Italy; or France 
For nd dur gentles gabbs are grown ſae nice; /- 
At thee they toot, an never ſpear my price: 
Witneſs 
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Witneſs— for thee they hight: their tenants rent, 
And fill their lands wi. poortith, diſcontent: 
Gar them o'er ſeas for cheaper mailins nunt, 


Ys 


An' leave their ain as bare's the Cawrn-o'mount, 
n 
Tho- wich take ache so my; warming ſap, 

1 This dwines nor tenants gear, nor cows their crap: 
For love to you, there's mony a tenant gaes 
Bare-ars'd and barefoot o'er the, Highlagd braes: 

1 For you nae mair the! thrifty gudewiteiſees 1 
Her laſſes kirn, or birze the dainty checſe,m: 

* Crummie nae mair for Jenny's hand will crune 

' Wi' milkneſs dreeping frae her teats adown : 

11 For you o' er ear the ox his fate N b 

Al. And fa's a victim to the blud ax. 


6 WHISKY. 


. 
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Wha is't that gars the nol Bankers prieve 
The Maiden's tocher, but the Maiden's leave: 
By you when ſpulzied o' her charming poſe, 
She tholes in turn the taunt o' cauldrife joe 
Wi' ſkelps like this fock fit but ſeenil down 
To wether-gammond or how-towdy brown 


9 Sair dung wi' dule, and fley'd for coming debt, 
IIhey gar their mo'-bite wi their incomes mett, 
| Content 


t 48 1 


Content eneuqh yif they hae wherewithal | 
Scrimply to tack their body and der ſil. 


BRANDY. 


Fr rae ſome poor poet, o'er as poor a pot, 
Ye've lear'd to crack ſae crouſe, ye haveril Scot ! 
Or. burgher politician, that embrues 
His tongue in thee, and reads the claiking news; 
But waes heart for you! chat for ay maun dwell 
In poets garret, or in chairman's cell, 

While I ſhall yet on bien- elad tables ſtand, 
Bouden wi' a'“ the daititiths o' the land. 


WHISKY. 


Troth I 1 been ere now the poet's flame, 
And heez'd his ſangs to mony blythſome theme, 
Wha was't gar'd ALLIE's chaunter chirm fu? clear, 
Life to the faul, and malic to the ear: 

Nae ſtream but kens, and can repeat the lay 
To ſhepherds ſtreekit on the ſimmer brae, 
Wha to their hiſele wi? the lav'rock bang, 
To wauken flocks the rural fields amatig. 


"BRANDY. 
But here's the brouſter-wife, and ſhe can tell 


Wha's win the day, and wha ſhou'd wear the bell: 
þ Hae 
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Hae done your din, an' lat her judgment jon 
In final verdi& twixt your pley and mine. | 
LANDLAD T. 

In days o' yore I cou'd my living prize, 
Nor fauſh'd wi dolefu* gaugers or exciſe ; 
But now-a-days. we're blyth to lear the thrift 
Our head's /boon licence and-exci/e to lift: | 
Inlakes o' B RANDY We can ſoon ' ſupply 
By wH1sSKXY tinctur'd wi' che ſaffron's dye; 

Will you your breeding threep, ye mongrel loun? 
Frae hame-bred liquor dy'd to colour brown? 
So flunky braw, whan dreſt in maſter's elaiſe, 
Struts to Auld Reikie's croſs on ſunny days, 
Till ſome auld comerade, ablins out o' place, 7 
Near the vain upſtart ſhaws lus meagre face; 
Buibaz'd he loups frae ſight, and jooks his ken, 


Fley'd to be ſeen amang the taſſel'd train. 


To the PRINCIPAL and PROFE $S0Rs of. 
the Univerſity of St ANDREWS, on their 
ſuperb treat to Dr SAMUEL JOHNSON, 


8 ANDREW'S town may look right gawſy. 
Nae Graſs will grow upo' her cawſey, 

Nor wa'-tiow'rs of a yellow dye, 

Glour dowy o'er her Ruins high, 

Sin Samy's head weel pang'd wi' leat 

Has feen the Aima Mater chere: 

E Regents 


11 
Regents, my winſome billy boys? 
Bout him you've made an unco noiſe ; 
Nae doubt for him'yotir bells wad clink 
To find him upon Eder*s brink, 

An' a' things nicely ſet in order, 

Wad keep him on the Fifan border; 


1 


I'e warrant now, frae France an” * | 

Baith Cooks and Scullions mony ane 

Wad gar the pats an' kettles tingle 

Around che college kitchen ingle, 

To fleg frae a' your craigs the roup, 

Wi' reeking het and crieſhy ſoup ;' .' 

And ſnails and puddocks mony hunder” 

W ad beeking lie the hearth-ſtane under, 

Wb roaſt and boil'd, an' a? kin kind, 

To heat the body, cool the mind. 

But hear, my lads ? gin I'd been there, 
How I wad trimm'd the bill & fare ! ! 
For n&er ſic ſurly wight as he 
Had met wi' ſic reſpect frae me. 

Mind ye what Sam, the lying loun ! 

Has in his Dictionar laid down? 

That Aits in England are afeaft 

To cow an' horſe, at ſicken beaſt, 

While in Scots ground this growth was common 

To guſt the gab o' Man an' Woman. | 
Tak 
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Tak tent, ye Regents / then, an' hear 

My liſt o' gudely hameil gear, 

vic as hae often rax'd the wyme: | 

O” blyther fallows mony time; 

Mair hardy, ſouple, Reeve an' ſwank, 

| Than ever ſtood on Samy's ſhank. 

} Imprimis, then, a hagęis fat, 

| Weel tottl'd in a ſeything pat, 

| WY /pice and ingans weel ca'd thro”, 

Had help'd to guſt the ſtirrah's mow, | 

An' plac'd itſell in truncher clean 

Before the gilpy* $ glowrin een. þ is rat 
Secundb, chen, a gude ſheep's S head,” | > IM 


Whaſe hide was Hugit, never flead, 
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And four black trotters, ded wy gir elle, 
Bedown his throat had learn'd to hirſſe. 
What think ye neiſt o' gude fat broſe 
To clag his ribs? a dainty doſe ! 14 9 
And white and bloody puddins routh, 
To gar the, Doctor ſkirl, O Drouth 
Whan he cou'd never houp to merit 

A cordial glaſs o“ reaming claret, 

But thraw his noſe, and brize and pegh 
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O' er rhe contents o ma' ale quegh : 
Then let his wiſdom gir11 am ſnarl 
O'er a weel-toſtit girdle farl, 
E. 2 
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An' learn, that, maugre o- his wame, 
Ill bairns are ay beſt heard at hame. 
Drummond, lang ſyne, o. Hawthorden, 
The wylieſt an' beſt o' men, 
Has gi'en you diſhes ane or mae, 
That wad hae gar'd his grinders play, 
Not to Roaft Beef, old England's lite ! 
But to the auld Ea Nook of Fife*, © . 
Whare Creilian crafts con'd weel hae gi'en 
Scate-rumples to hae clear'd his een; 
Than neiſt, whan Samy's heart was falntia, | 
He'd lang'd for ſcate to mak him wanton, 
Ah! willawins, for Scotland now, 
Whan ſhe maun ſtap ilk birky's mow 
Wi' eiſtacks, grown as tware in pet 
In foreign land, or green. houſe het, 
Whan cog o' broſe an' cutty ſpoon, 
Is @ our cottar childer's boon, 1 
W ha thro” the week, till Sunday's ſpeal, 
Toil for peaſe-clods an? gude lang kail. 
Devall then, Sirs, and never ſend 


PF or daintiths to regale a friend, 


Or, like a torch at baith ends burning, 


* 
Your houſe l ſoon grow mirk and mourning 
| W hat's 


* Alluding to two tunes under theſe titles. 
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What's this I hear ſome cynic ſay? | 
Robin, ye loun-! it's nae fair play; 
Is there nae ither ſubject rife - - 
To elap your thumb upon but Fife? 
Gie o'er, young man, you'll meet your corninga· 
Than caption War, or charge o' horning; 
Some canker'd, ſurly, ſour- mowꝰ'd carline 
Bred near · the abbey o' Dumfarline, © _ 
Your ſhoulders yet may gie a lounder, 

An' be of verſe the mal · confounde. 
Come on, ye blades ! but ere ye tulzie, 
Or hack our fleſh-wi? ſword-or gulzie, :, . 
Ne'er ſhaw. your teeth, nor look like ſtink, 
Nor o'er an empty bicker blink: 


What weets the wizen an' the wyme, 
Will mend your proſe, and heal wy rhyme. . : 


IK 


4 


ELEGY on jou Ho cc, late Porter to the 
Univerſity of ST ANDREWS. 


EATH, what's: ado? the de'il be licket, 
Or wi' your /tang you ne er had pricket, 
Or. our auld ALMA MATER tricket 
O' poor John Hogg, 
And traild him ben'thrd? your mark OO & 
. ant: As dead's a N 
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Now ilka glaikit ſcholar lounn 
May dander wae wi' duddy gown ; 
Kate Kennedy * to dowy crune | 
May, mourn and clink, 
And ſteeples o* Saint Andrew's town 
WR To wy. may fink, 


Sin! Pauly nk 15 wy en — 108 

Firſt held the ſtudents in about, 

To wear their claes as black as ſoot, | 
| They ne' er had reaſon, 
Til death ery haffit gie a cloỹ tt 
f Sae out oꝰ ſeaſon. 


Whaa regents met at common ſchools, 
He taught auld Tam to hale the dules, 
And eident to row right the bowls, 
Like ony emmack; 
He kept us a within the rules 
Strict academic. 


Heh ! wha will tell the ſtudents now Nö 
To meet the Pauly cheek for chown, 


* A bell in the College ſteeple. 
+ A name given by the ſtudents, ſome time ago, to 
done of the members of the uniyerſity, 
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Whan he, like fright ſome wirridou, 12 31 | 
| Had wont to rail, 
And ſet our . in a low. | 
Or we turn'd tail. 


Ah, Johnny! - aften'did T'grumbte 
Frae cozy bed fu” ear? to tumble, 
Whan art and part I'd been in ſome ill; 
Troth I was ſwear ; 
is may oy: brodit like wumill 


. Frae ear to ear. 


Whan I had been fu? laith to riſe, 
John than begude to moralize : 
« The tither nap; the ſluggard cries, 
« And turns him 1 
“ Sae ſpake auld Solomon the wiſe, 
| Divine profound!“ 


Nae dominie, or wiſe meſs John, 
Was better lear'd in Solomon; 
He cited proverbs one by one 
| Ik vice to tame; ; 
He war's ik flames figh an groen, 
And fear hell's flame. 


“ hae nae meikle ſkill, quo? he, 
In what you ca Philoſophy , 
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« Te tells r the earth and ſ ei 


e Rin N about; 
ce Eicher th Bible tells a lie, 


% 2x 1 Or 2 15 a? out. 


« Its! the pſalms.o DRV TD writ, 
« That this wide Warld ne'er-ſhou'd flit, | 
„But on che waters coſlily ſit 

ie; Fu' ſteeve and laſting : 
« An' was na he a head o' wit | 
| At fic conteſting !”? * 


On einings cauld wi' glee we'd trudge 
To heat our ſhins in Johnny's lodge; 
The de'il ane thought his bum to budge - 
Wi' filler on us: ; 
To claw het pints we'd never grudge: 
| D' molationis. ._ 


Say, ye red gowns! that aften here 
Hae toaſted bakes to Katie's beer, 


Gin ere chir days hae had their peer, 
| Sae blych, ſae Gaft 4 


_ You'll ne'er again in life's career 3 * 1 
Sit ha'f ſae ſaft. 


Wi' haffit 3 fae FEMA and fleck;” 
John look'd like ony antient Greek; ; 


He 
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He was a Nazarene a' the week, 


And doughtna tell * 


A bawbee Scots to ſtraik his cheek | 


bike Sunday fell out. 


Fox John ay lo'ed to turn che pence, 
Thought poortith was a great offence: 
What recks tho? ye ken mood and tenſe 
| A hungry uyme 
« For ene wad wy them baith diſpenſe 
At ony time. 


« Ye ken what alls maun ay befal 
* The chiel that will be prodigal ; 
A. Whan waſted to the very ſpaul 
| « He turns his tuſk, 
% For want o comfort to his ſaul 
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Ye royit! lowns" ! jult do as he'd do; 
For mony braw green ſhaw and meadow | 
He's left to cheer his dowy widow, 
His winſome Kate, 
That to him prov'd a canny ſhe-dow, 
| Baith ear and late. 
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The GuaisTs: A Kirk-yard Eclogue.. 


Did you not fay in good ANN's day, 
Aud vow and did proteſt, Sir, 
That when Hanover ſhould came o'er 
We fu xy Should be bleſt, Sir ? 
1 An auld Sang made new. again. 


| Wir the brald 8 in Lewe murmurs 


wave 

Their anttent taps our oer the cauld-clad prave, 
Whare Geordie Girdwood *, mony a lang {pun gay, 
Roukit for genteſt | banes the humbleſt clay, 
'I'wa ſheered gpallts, fac grizly and ſae w an, 


Mang lanely tombs their douff Mcourle began, 
WATSON; 

Cauld blaws the nippin north wi angry ſough, 
And ſhowers his hailſtanes frae the Caltle Cleugh 
O'er the Grayfriars, whare, at mirkeſt hour, | 
Bogles and ſpectres wont to tak their tqur, , 
HFarlin' the pows and ſhanks to hidden cairns, 
Amang the hamlocks wild, and ſun-burnt fearns, 
But nane the night, ſave.you and I, hae come 
Frae the dern manſions of the midnight tomb. 


Now 


* The late Sexton, 
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Now whan the ane what cock mats 
craw, , | 0 
And wi his angry bougil at's withdraw,” 
Ayont the kirk we'll ſtap, and there tak bield, 


While the black hours our nightly: freedom yield. 


HE RRIO T. 


I'm weel content; but binna caſſen down, 
Nor trow the cock will ca“ ye hame o'er ſoon, 
For tho” the eaſtern lift betakens day, 

Changing her rokely black tor mantle grey, 

Nae weirlike bird our knell of parting rings, 
Nor ſheds the caller moiſture frac his wings, 
Nature has chang'd her courle ; the birds O day 
Doſin' in ſilence on the bending ipray, 

While owlets round the craigs at noon-tide flee, 
And bludy-bawks fat ſingand on the tree. 


Ah, Caledon! the land I yence held dear, 
| Sair mane mak I for thy deſtruction near; 


And thou, Edina! anes my dear abode, 
W han royal Jamie ſway'd the fovereign rod, 
In thae bleſt days, weel did I think beitow'd 
To blaw thy poor tith by wi? heaps o' gowd ; 
To mak thee ſonſy ſeem wi' mony a gift, 
And gar thy ſtately turrets ſpeel the lift: 
In vain did Daniſh Jones, wi' gimcrack pains, 
In Gothic ſculpture fret the pliant ſtanes: 
In 
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In, yain did he affix my ſtatue "IN | 

Brawly to buſk wi? flow'rs ilk coming year; 

My tow'rs are ſunk, my lands are barren now, 4 
My fame, my honour, like my flow'rs maun dow. 


' WATSON: 


Sure Major W tir, or ſome ſic warlock wight, 
Has flung beguilin*. glamer o'er. your ſight; , | 
Or elſe ſome kittle cantrup thrown, I ween, 
Has bound in mirlygoes my ain twa ein, 

If ever aught frae ſenſe. cou'd be believ'd 
(And ſeenil hae my ſenſes been deceiv'd), 
This moment, 0'er the top of Adam's tomb, | 
Fu' eaſy can I fee your chiefeſt dome: 

Nae corbie fleeinꝰ there, nor croupin* craws, 
Seem to forſpeak the ruin of thy haws, 

But a' your tow'rs in wonted order ſtand, 
Steeve as the rocks that hem our native land. 


HERRIOT. 


rn hr ea. ' _ 
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Think na I vent my well-a-day in vain, 
Kent ye the cauſe, ye ſure wad join my mane, 
Black be the day that e'er to England's ground 
Scotland was eikit by the Unions bond; 
For mony a menzie of deſtructive ills 
The country now maun brook frae mortmain lille, 
| That 1 
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That void our teſt' ments, and can freely gie 
Sic will and ſcoup to the ordaur'd truſtee, 
That he may tir our ſtatelieſt riggins bare, 
Nor acres, houſes, woods, nor filhins ſpare, 
Till he can lend the ſtoiter ing ſtate a lift 
Wi' gowd in gowpins as a grallum gift; 
In lieu o' whilk, we maun be weel content 
To tyne the capital for three per cent. 
A doughty ſum indeed, whan now. a- days 
They raiſe proviſions as che ſtents they raiſe, 
Yoke hard the poor, and lat the rich chiel- be, 
Pamper'd at eaſe by ithers“ induſtry. 

Hale intereſt for my fund can ſcantly now 
Cleed a' my callants backs, and ſtap their mou': 
How maun their weyms wi' ſaireſt hunger ſlack, 
Their duds in targets flaff upo? their back, 

M han they are doom'd to keep a laſting Lent, 
Starving for England's weel at three per cent! 


WATSON, 


AULD RE1KlE than may bleſs the gowden 
times, 

Whan honeſty and poortith baith are crimes: 

She little kend, whan you and i endow'd 

Our hoſpitals for back-gaun burghers gude, 
That e'er our filler or our lands ſhou'd bring 

A gude bien living to a back-gaun k—g. 
F - Wha, 
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Wha, thanks to miniſtry ! is grown ſae wiſe, 
He dow'na chew the Hitter cud of vice; 
For gin, frae Caſtlehill to Netherbow, 

Wad honeit houſes bawdy-houſes grow, 


The crown wad never ſpier the price o' ſin, 


Nor hinder younkers to the de'il to rin; 


Bat gif ſome mortal grien for pious fame, 

And leave the poor man's pray'r to ſain his name, 
His veer maun a' be ſcatter'd by the claws 

O' ruthleſs, ravenous, and harpy laws. 

Yet, ſhou'd I think, altho' the bill tak place, 


The council winna lack ſae meikle grace 


As lat our heritage at wanworth gang, 

Or the ſucceeding generations wrang 

O' braw bien maintenance and wealth o' lear, 
Whilk elſe had drappit to their children's ſkair ; 
Kor mony a deep, and mony a rare engyne 

Hae ſprung frae Herriot's wark, and ſprung frae 


HERRIOT. 


- T find, my friend, that ye but little ken, 
There's ei'now on the earth a ſet o*. men, 
Wha?, if they get their private pouches lin'd, 
Gie na a winnelitrae for a' mankind ; 
They'll ſell their country, flac their conſcience bare, 
To gar the weigh-bauk turn a ſingle hair, | 
| The 
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The government need only bait the line 
Wi' the prevailing flee, the gowden coin; 
Then our executors, and wiſe truſtees, 
Will ſell them fiſhes in forbidden ſeas, 
Upo' their dwining country girn in ſport, 
Laugh in their ſleeve, and get a place at court. 

WATSON, 
re that day come, I'll 'mang our ſpirits pick 
Some ghaift that trokes and conjures wi Auld Nicks 
To gar the wind wr rougher rumbles blaw, 
And weightier thuds than ever mortal ſaw : 
Fire-flaught and hail, wi' tenfald fury's fires, 
Shall lay yerd-laigh Edina's airy ſpires: 
Tweed ſhall rin rowtin*. down his banks out o'er; 
Till Scotland's out o' reach o* England's _ gs 


Upo? the briny Borean jaws to float, 
And mourn in dowy ſaughs her dowy lot. 


HERRIOT. 


Yonder's the tomb of wiſe Mackenzie fam'd, 
Whaſe laws rebellions bigotry reclaim'd, 


Freed the hail land of covenanting fools, 
Wha erſt hae faſh'd us wi' unnumber'd dools; 
Till night we'll take the ſwaird aboon our pows,.. 
And than, whan ſhe her ebon chariot rows, 

F 2 Welk. 
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We'll travel to the vant wi' ſtealing ſtap, 
And wauk Mackenzie frae his quiet nap ; 
Tell him our ails, that he, wi' wonted ſkill, 
May fleg the ſchemers o' the mortmain-bill. 


EP1STLE fo Mr RoBxRT FERGUSSON. 


S Allan riſen frae the deid, 
Wha aft has tun'd the aiten reed, 
And by the Muſes was decreed 
; To grace the thiſtle? 
Na; Ferguſſon's come in his ſtead | 
I” To blaw the whiſtle, 


In troth, my callant, I'm ſac fain 
To read your ſonſy, canty ſtrain, 
You write ſic eaſy: ſtile and plain, 
| And words ſae bonny, 
Nae South'ron lown dare you diſdain, 
| Or cry, Fy on ye! 


| Whae'er has at Auld Reikie been, 


And king's birth-days exploits has ſeen, 

Maun own that ye hae gien a keen 
And true deſcription ; 

Nor ſay ye've at Parnaſſus been 

To form a fiction. 


Hale 


— 


(365677? 
Hale be your heart, ye canty chield f * 
May ye ne'er want a gude warm beild, 
And ſic gude cakes as Scotland yields, 
And ilka dainty 
That grows or feeds upo' her fields, 
And Whiſky plenty 


But ye, perhaps, thirſt mair for fame 
Than a' the gude things I can name, 
And then ye will be ſair to blame 
My gude intention: 
For that ye needna gae frae hame, 
You've fic pretenſion- 


Sae ſaft and ſweet your verſes jingle, 
And your auld words ſae meetly mingle, -. 
Twill gar baith married fouk and ſingle 
To rooſe your lays; 
Whan we forgether round the ingle, 
| We'll chant your praiſe--. 
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Whan I again Auld Reikie ſee, 


And can forgether, lad, with thee, © 
Then we wi! muckle mirth and glee - 
Shall tak a gill, . 
And o- your caller oyſters we 
Shall eat our fil. 
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If fic a thing ſhow'd you betide, 
To Berwick town to tak a ride, 
Iſe tak ye up Tweed's bonnie ſide 
| Before ye ſettle, 
And dew you there the fiſher's pride, 
A Sa'mon-kettle. 


There lads an' laſſes do conveen 
To feaſt an” dance upo' the green, 
An' there fic brav'ry may be ſeen 
As will confound ye, 
An” gar ye glowr out baith your een 
At a' around ye. 


To ſee ſae mony boſoms bare, 

An' ſic huge puddins i“ their hair, 

An' ſome of them we naithing mair 
Upo? their tete; 

Yea, ſome wi? mutches that might ſcar 


Craws frae their meat. 


I neꝰer appear'd before in print, 
But for your ſake wou'd fain be in't, | 
Een that I might my wiſhes hint 


That you'd write mair ; 


For ſure your head-piece is a mint 


Whare wit's nae rare. 


Sonſe 


I 


CL 0 1 

Sonſe fa' me, gif I hadna lure 
I cou'd command ilk muſe as ſure, 
Than hae a chariot at the door 

To wait upo' me; 
Tho', poet like, I'm but a poor | 

Mid-Louthian Johnnie, 
Berwick, Aug. 31. 1773. | J. S. 


AnsWER fo Mr J. S's EPIĩSTL E. 


1 TR OW, my mettbd Louthian lathie, 
Auld farran birky J maun ca” thee, 
For whan in gude black print I ſaw thee 
| Wi ſouple gab, 
I ſbirl'd fou loud, © Oh wae befa' thee! 
But thou'rt a daub.“ 


Awa', ye wylie fleetchin fallow ! 

The roſe ſhall grow like gowan yallow, 

Before I turn ſae toom and ſhallow, _ 
And void of fuſion, 

As a' your butter'd words to ſwallow 


In vain deluſion. 


Ye make my Muſe: a dautit pet; 
Put gin ſhe cou'd like Alan's met, 


* 
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But ſhe maun e' en be glad to jook, 
And play-teet-bo frae nook to nook, 
Or bluſh as gin ſhe had the yook 
Upo? her ſkin, 
Whan mow or whan Pennicutk . 
Their lilts begin 


Or couthie cracks and hamely get , 

Upo? her caritch, 
Eithly rn debt | l 

| | A pint o paritch. 

| f At times whan ſhe may lowſe her pack, EET 
e PI grant that ſhe can find a knack, 
| | To gar auld-warld wordies clack 

3 In hameſpun rhime, 
| While ilk ane at his billie's back f 

1 Keeps gude Scots time, . 


At morning ear”, or late at een, 
Gin ye ſud hap to come and ſee ane, 1 
Nor niggard wife, nor greetin wee ane, ' 


Within my doyſter, 
Can challenge you and me frae preein* ' 
As caller oyſter, 
Heh lad! it wou'd be news indeed. 3 
Ware I to ride to bonny T weed, jt ] 


Wha 


1 J 
Wha ne''er laid gamon o'er a ſteed hs 
Beyont Lufterrick ; 
And auld ſhanks nag wou'd tire, I dread, . .. 
To pace to Beruicł. 


You crack weel o your laſſes there, 
Their glancin een and biſket bare; 
But thof this town be ſmeekit ſair, 

I'll wad a farden, 
Than ours there's nane mair fat and fair, 


Cravin your pardon. 
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Gin heaven ſhou'd gie the earth a drink, 
And afterhend a ſunny blink, | 
Gin ye ware here, I'm ſure you'd think 
| It worth your notice, 
To ſee them dubbs and gutters jink 
| WY? kiltit coaties. 
And ſrae ilk corner o' the nation, 
We've laſſes eke of recreation, 
That at cloſe-mou's tak up their ſtation 


By ten o'clock. 
The Lord deliver frae temptation 


A? honeſt fock ! 
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Thir que ans are ay upo? the catch 
For pu ſie, pocket-book, or watch, 
| And 


1 
And can ſee to glibb their /eefins hatch, 
That you'll agree 
Ye-canna eithly meet their match 
| *Tween you and me. 
For this gude ſample o' your ſkill, 
I'm reſtin you a pint o' yale, 
By and attour a Highland pill - 
Of Aquavite ;- 
The which to come and ſock at will, 
J here invite ye. 


Tho' jillet Fortune ſcoul and quarrel, 
And keep me frae a bien beef barrel, 
As lang's I've twopence i” the warP 

I'll ay be vockie 
To part a fadge or girdle farl 


WY Louthian Jockie. 


Fareweel, my cock ! Lang may you thrive, 
Weel happit in a cozy hive ; 
And that your ſaul may never dive 
To Acheron, 
I'll wiſh as lang's I can ſubſcrive 


RoB. FERGUSSON.. 


To 
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Tp 2000 
To my AULD BRrEEKs. 


1 gae your wa's— Tho' anes as gude 
As ever happit fleſh and blude, 

Yet part we maun— The caſe ſae hard is, 
Amang the Writers and the Bardies, 

That lang they'll brook the auld J trow, 

Or neibours cry, Weel brook the neu, 
Still making tight wi' tither ſteek, 

The tither hole, the tither eik, 

To bang the birr o' winter”s anger, 
And had the hurdies out o' langer. 

Sicklike ſome weary wight will fill 

His kyte wi' drogs frae doctor's bill, 
Thinking to tack the tither year 

To life, and look baith hail an' fier, 

Till at the lang-run death dirks in, 

To bicze his ſaul ayont his ſkin. 

You needna wag your duds o' clouts, 

Nor fa? into your dorty pouts, 

To think that erſt you've hain'd my fail 
Frae wind and weet, frae ſnaw and hail, 
And for reward, whan bald and hummil, 
Frae garret high to dree a tumble. 

For you I car'd, as lang's ye dow'd 
Be lin'd wi' filler or wi' gowd: . 


\ 


| # 
Now 
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Now to befriend, it wad be folly, 
Your raggit hide and pouches holey ; 
For wha but kens a poet's placks 
Get mony weary flaws an' cracks, 
And canna thole to hae them tint, 
As he ſae ſeenil ſees the mint ? 
Yet round the warld keek and fee, 
That ithers fare as ill as thee ; 
For weel we loe the chiel we think 
Can get us tick, or gie us drink, 
Till o' his purſe we've ſeen the bottom, 
Then we deſpiſe, and hae forgot him. 
Yet gratefu' hearts, to make amends, 
Will ay be ſorry for their friends, 
And I for thee—As mony a time 
Wi' you Pve ſpeel'd the braes o- rhime, 
Whare for the time the Muſe ne'er cares 
For filler, or fic guilefu* wares, 
Wi' whilk we drumly grow, and crabbit, 
Dor, capernoited, thrawin gabbit, | 
And brither, ſiſter, friend and fae, 
Without remeid of kindred, ſlae. 
You've ſeen me round the bickers reel 
- WY heart as hale as temper'd ſteel, | 
And face ſae apen, free and blyth, 
Nor thought that ſorrow there cou'd kyth ; 
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But the nieſt mament this was loſt, 
Like gowan in December's froſt. 

Cou'd Prick-the-louſe but be ſae handy 
As mak the breeks and claiſe to ſtand ay, - 
Thro? thick and thin wi? you I'd daſh on, 
Nor mind the folly of the faſhion : 
But, hegh ! the times? viciſſitudo, 
Gars ither breeks decay as you do. 
Thae MACARONIES, braw and windy, 
Maun fail—Sic tranſit gloria mundi ! | 

Now ſpeed you to ſome madam's chaumer, 
That butt an' ben rings dule an' claumer, 
Aſk her, in kindneſs, if the ſeeks 
In hidling ways to wear the breeks ? 
Safe you may dwall, tho? mould and motty, 
Beneath the veil o' under coatie, 
For this mair faults nor yours can ſcreen 
Frae lover's quickeſt ſenſe, his ein. 

Or if ſome bard, in lucky times, 
Shou'd profit meikle by his rhimes, 
And pace awa', wi ſmirky face, | 
In ſiller or in gowden lace, 
Glowr in his face, like ſpectre gaunt, 
| Remind him o' his former want, 
To cow his daffin and his pleaſure, 
And gar him live within the-meaſure, 
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So PHIL I f, it is ſaid, who wou'd ring 
O' er Macedon a juſt and gude king, 
Fearing that power might plume his feather, 
And bid him ſtretch beyond the tether, 


Ik morning to his lug wad ca“ 


A tiny ſervant o' his ha” 
To tell him to improve his ſpan, 
For PHIL1P was, like him, a MAN. 


AULD REIEIE. 


A UD REerx1t, wale o' ilka town 
That Scotland kens beneath the moon ; 

Whare couthy chiels at e'ening meet 
Their bizzing craigs and mous'to weet ; 
And blythly gar auld care gae bye 

WY! blinkit and wi' bleering eye: 

O'er lang frae thee the Muſe has been 
Sage friſky on the Simmer's green, 

Whan flowers and gowans wont to glent 
In bonny blinks upo? the bent; 

But now the leaves of yellow dye, 

Peel'd frae the branches, quickly fly; 

And now frae nouther buſh nor brier 

The ſpreckl'd mavis greets your ear; 

Nor bonny blackbird /#ims and roves 

To ſeek his love in yonder groves, 
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Then Reikie, welcome] Thou canſt charm 
Unfleggit by the year's alarm; | 
Not Boreas, that ſae ſnelly blows, 
Dare here pap in his angry noſe : 
Thanks to our dads, whaſe biggin ſtands. 
A ſhelter to ſurrounding lands, 


Now morn; with-bonny purpie-ſmiles, 
Kiſſes the air-cock o' St Giles; 
Rakin their ein, the ſervant laſſes 
Early begin their lies and claſhes ; - 
IIk tells her friend of ſaddeſt diſtreſs, . 


That till ſue brooks frae ſcouling miltreſs j 
And wi' her joe in turnpike ſtair 


She'd rather ſnuff the llinking air, 
As be ſubjected to her tongue, 


M hen juſtly cenſur'd in the wrong. 


On ſtair wi' tub, or pat in hand, 
The barefoot houſemaids loe to ſtand, | 
That antrin fock may ken how u, 
Auld Reikie will at morning /mell : 
Then, with an-inundation big as 
The lurn that ?neath the Nor? Loch brig i hs. | 
They kindly ſhower ED1NA's roles, 
To quicken and regale our no/es. 
Now ſome for this, wi' ſatire's leeſh, 
Ha'e gien auld Edinburgh a-creeth. : 
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But without ſouring nocht is ſweet z 
The morning ſmells that hail our ſtreet, 
Prepare, and gently lead the way 
'To fimmer canty, braw and gay : 
Edina's ſons mair eithly ſhare 
Her ſpices and her dainties rare, 
Then he that's never yet been call'd 
Aff frae his pladie or his fauld. 


Now ſtair-head critics, ſenſeleſs fools, 


Cenſure their aim, and pride their rules, 
In Luckenbooths, wi glouring eye, 
Their neighbours ſma'eſt faults deſcry » 
If ony loun ſhould dander there, 

Of aukward gate, and foreign air, 

They trace his ſteps, till they. can tell 
His pedigree as weel's himſell. 


Whan Phcebus blinks wi warmer ray, 
And ſchools at noon-day get the play, 


Then bus neſs, weighty bus“ nets, comes; 


The trader glours; he doubts, he hams : 
The lawyers eke to croſs repair, 
Their wigs to ſhaw, and toſs an air ; 
While buſy agent cloſely plies, 

And a' his Little caſes tries. 


Now night, that's.cunzied chief for ES 


Is wi? her uſual rites begun; 


Thro? 
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Thro' ika gate the torches blaze, 

And globes ſend out their blinking rays. --. 
The uſefuꝰ' cadie plies in ſtreet, . 77 
To bide the profits o? his feet; | 

For by thir lads Auld Reikie's fock 
Ken but a ſample o' the ſtock -». 

O' thieves, that, nightly wad oppreſs, 
And make baith goods and gear the leſs. -. 
Near him the lazy chairman ſtands, 

And wats na how to turn his hands, 

Till ſome daft birky, ranting fu', 

Has matters ſomewhere elſe to do; 

The chairman willing gi'es his light 

To deeds o' darkneſs and o' night: 


It's never ſax-pence for a lift 
That gars thir lads wi fu'neſs rift ; 
For they wi better gear are paid, 
And whores and culls ſupport their trade, 


Near ſome lamp-poſt, wy dowy "0 
WY heavy ein, and ſour grimace, 
Stands ſhe that beauty lang had kend, 
Whoredom her trade, and vice her end. 
But ſee whare now.ſhe wuns her bread 
By that which nature ne'er decreed; ' 


And ſings ſad mulic to the lugs, | 
Mang bourachs o' damn'd whores and rogues. 
en, 
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W hane'er we reputation loſe, 
Fair chaſtity's tranſparent: gloſs ! 
Redemption ſeenil kens the name, 
But a's black miſery and n 


Frae joyous tavern, 8 drunk, 
Wy fiery phizz, and ein half ſunk, 
Behad the bruiſer, fae to a 
That in the reck o' gardies fa“: 

Clofe by his fide, a feckleſs race 
O' macaronies ſhew their face, 
And think they're free frae ſkaith or harm, 
While pith befriends their leade:'s arm: 
Yet fear fu' aften o' their maught, 
They quat the glory 0 the faught 
To this ſame warrior wha led 
Thae heroes to bright honour's bed; 
And aft the hack o honour ſhines 
In bruiſer's face wi? broken lines : 
Of them ſad tales he tells anon, 
Whan ramble and whan fighting's dogs : 3 
And, like Hectorian, ne' er impairs 
The brag and glory o his ſairs. 
Whan feet in dirty gutters plafſi, 
And fock to wale their fitſtaps faſh ; 
At night the macaronĩ drunk, 
In pools or gutters aftimes ſunk: 


Hegh ! 


t 79 1 


Hegh! win a fright he now appears, 
Whan he his corpſe dejeRted rears! 50 

Lock at that head, and think if there 

The pomet laiſter'd up his hair! 

The cheeks obſerve, where now, cou'd ſhine 
The ſcancing glories o' carmine ? h 
Ah, legs! in vain the ſilk- worm there 14-200 | 
Diſplay'd to view her eidant care; 
For ſtink, inſtead of perfumes, e 
And clarty odours fragrant flow. 


—_— 
u * - 
ane. > 1 


Now ſome to porter, ſome to punch, 
Some to their wife, and ſome their wench, 
Retire, while noiſy. ten-hoursꝰ drum 
Gars a your trades gae dandring home, 
| Now mony a club, jocoſe and free, 

Cie a' to merriment and glee : 

Wi' ſang and glaſs, they fley the pow 5 
O' care that wad | harraſs the hour : 1 
For wine and Bacchus (till bear en 
Our thrawart fortune's wildeſt frown : 

It maks you ſtark, and bauld, and brave, 
Ev'n whan W to the grave. 
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Now ſome, in P $ ſhade, 
Reſume the gormandizing trade; 
Whare eager lool, and glancing ein, 
Foreſpeak a heart and Namack keen. 


Gang 


r 
Gang on, my lads; it's lang ſin ſyne 
We kent auld Epicurus line; 


Save you, the board wad ceaſe to riſe, 


Bedight wi' daintiths to the ſkies ; 
And ſalamanders ceaſe to ſwill 
The comforts o' a burning gill. 


But chief, O Cape! we crave thy we, 
To get our cares and poortith laid: 
Sincerity, and genius true, 

Of knights have ever been the due: 
Mirth, muſic, porter deepeſt dy'd, 
Are never here to worth deny'd; 
And health, o' happineſs the queen, 
Blinks bonny, wi her ſmile ſerene. 


Tho? joy maiſt. part Auld Reikie owns, 
Eftſoons the kens ſad ſorrow's frowns 
What groupe is yon ſae diſmal, grim, | 
WY horrid aſpect, cleeding dim ? 1 
Says Death, they're, mine, a dowy cr crew, 


To me they'll quickly pay their laſt adieu. 
How come mankind, whan lacking woe, 


In Saulie's face their hearts to ſhow, | 
As if they were a clock to tell 

That grief i in them had rung her bell! ? 
Then, what is man? why a' this phraze | ? 
Life's ſpunk decay'd nae mair can blaze. 
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Let ſober grief alone declare 
Our fond anxiety and care; 


Nor let the undertakers be a 
The only waefu' friends we ſee. 4 


Come on, my Muſe, and PIE, as 
The gloomieſt theme in a' your verſe : 
In morning, whan ane keeks about, 
Fu” blyth and free frae ail , nae doubt 
He lippens not to be[miſled- _ 
Amang the regions of the dead: 

But ſtraight a painted corp he ſees, 
Lang ftreekit *neath its canopies. 

Soon, ſoon will this his micth controul, 
And ſend d- n to his ſoul: 

Or whan the 1 deal, (awful ſhape 5 
Makes frighted mankind girn and gape, 
Reflection then his reaſon ſours, 
For the nieſt dead- deal may be ours. 
Whan Sybil led the Trojan down 

To haggard Pluto's dreary town, 
Shapes war nor thae, I freely ween 
wank never meet the ſoldier's ein. 
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If Kail ſae green, or herbs, delight, 
Edina's ſtreet attracts the ſight; 
Not Covent- garden, dad Tae braw, 
Mair fouth o' herbs can eithly ſhaw : 


4s. By 


For mony a yeard is here ſair ſought, 
That kail and cabbage may be bought; 4 
And healthfu' ſallad to regale, 

Whan pamper'd wi' a heavy meal. 
Glour up the ſtreet in ſimmer morn, 


The birks ſae green, and ſweet brier-thorn, 


WY? ſpraingit flow'rs that ſcent the gale; 
Ca' far awa the morning ſmell, 

WY which our ladies flow'r-pat's fill'd, 
And every noxious vapour kill'd. 

O nature! canty, blyth and free, 
Whare is there keeking.glaſs like thee 8 
Is there on earth that can compare: ,-- 
WY Mary's ſhape, and. Mary's. air, 
Save the empurpl \ ſpeck, that grows, 
In the ſaft faulds of yonder cole "ou 
How bonny ſeems the virgin Pre aſt, 
Whan by the lillies here carett, | 

And leaves the mind in doubt to tell 
Which maiſt in {w eets and hue excel? 


Cilleſpie's ſnuff ſhould prime the noſe 


Of her that to the market goes, 
If they wad like to ſhun the ſmells 
That buoy up frae ma ket cells; 


Whare wames o' painches' ſav'ry ſcent 


To noſtrils gie great diſcontent. 


6 
Now wha in Albion could expect 
O” cleanlineſs fic great negle&? 
Nae Hottentot that daily lairs 
Mang tripe, or ither clarty wares, | 
Hath ever. yet conceiv'd, or ſeen 
Beyond the line, ſic ſcenes unclean. 


On Sunday here, an alter'd ſcene 

O' men and manners meets our ein: 
Ane wad maiſt trow ſome people choſe | ö | 
To change their faces wi their clo'es, 
And fain wad gar ilk neighbour think 
They thirſt for goodneſs, as for drink 
But there's an unco dearth o' grace, 
That has nae manſion but the face, 

; And never can obtain a paft 
In benmoſt corner of the heart. 
Why ſhould religion make us ſad, 
If good frae Virtue's to be had ? 

Na, rather gleefu” turn your face; 

Forſake hypocriſy, grimace; 
And never have it underſtood 
You fleg mankind frae being good. 


In afternoon, a? brawlie buſkit, 
The joes and laſſes loe to friſk it ; 
Some tak a great delight to place 
The modeſt bon. grace o'er the face; 


The? 


4 


. 
Tho? you may ſee, if ſo inclin'd, 


The turning o' the leg behind. 


Now Comely-garden, and the Park, 
Refreſh them, after forenoon's wark ; 
Newhaven, Leith, or Canon-mills, 
Supply them in their Sunday's gills ; 
Whare writers aften ſpend their pence, 
To ſtock their heads wi” drink and ſenſe, 


While dandring cits delight to ſtray 
To Caſtlehill, or public way, 
Whare they nae other purpoſe mean, 
Than that fool cauſe o' being ſeen 3 
Let me to Arthurs Seat purſue, 5 
Whare bonny paſtures meet the view; 
And mony a wild-lorn ſcene accrues, 
Befitting Willie Shakeſpeare's muſe : 
If faney there would join the thrang, 
The deſart rocks and hills amang, 

To echoes we ſhould lilt and play, 
And gie to Mirth the lee-lang day. 
Or ſhou'd ſome canker'd biting ſhow'r 


The day and a' her ſweets deflou'r, 
To Holyrood-houſe let me ſtray, 
And gie to muſing a? the day; 
Lamenting what auld Scotland knew 
Bien days for ever frae her view 2 
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© HAMILTON, for ſhame! the muſe 
Would pay to thee her couthy vows, 
Gin ye wad tent the humble ſtrain, 

And pie's our dignity again : 
For O, waes me ! the Thiſtle ſprings 

In domicile of ancient kings, 

Without a patriot to reg et 

Our palace and our ancient /tate, 


| Bleſt place ! whare debtors daily run, 
To rid themſelves frae jail and dun; 
Here, tho? ſequeſter'd frae the din 
That rings Auld Reikie's wa's within, 
Vet they may tread the ſunny braes, 
And brook Apollo's cheery rays ; 
Glour frae St Anthor's grafly hight, 
O'er vales in ſimmer claiſe bedight, 
Nor ever hing their head, I ween, 

Wy jealous fear o' being teen, 

May I, whanever duns come nigh, 

And ſhake my garret wi” their cry, 
Scour here wi' haſte, protection get, 
To ſcreen myſell frae them and debt; 
To breathe the bliſs of open iky, 

And Simon Fraſer's bolts defy. 


Now gin a lown ſhould hae his claiſe 
In threau-bare autumn o' their days, 
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St Mary, broker's guardian ſaint, 


For mony a hungry writer there 


Dives down at night, wi? cleeding bara, 
And quickly riſes to the view 

A gentleman, perfyte and new. 

Ye rich fock, look na wi? diſdain 

Upo? this ancient brokage lane ! 

For naked poets are ſupply'd ; 


With what you to their wants deny'd. 


Peace to thy ſhade, thou wale o' men, 


DRUMMOND! relief to poortich's pain: 


To thee the greateſt bliſs we owe, 

And tribute's tear ſhall grateful flow: 
The ſick are cur'd, the hungry fed, 
And dreams of comfort tend their bed: 
As lang as Forth weets Lothian's ſhore, 
As lang's on Fife her billows roar, 

Sde lang ſhall ilk whaſe country's dear, 
To thy remembrance gie a tear. 

By thee Auld Rei tie thrave and grew 
Delightfu? to her childer's view: 

Nae mair ihall Glaſgow ſtriplings threep 
Their city's beauty and its ſhape, 
While our new city ſpreads around 
Her bonny wings on fairy ground, 


ny 
But Provoſts now that ne'er afford 
The ſmaeſt dignity to lord, 


Ne'er care tho” every ſcheme gae wild 
That DRumMoNnD's facred hand has cull'd : 


The ſpacious Brig neglected lies, 


Tho” pla gu'd wi pamphlets, duny'd wy? cries ; 


They heed not tho? deſtruction come 
To gulp us in her gaunting womb, 
O lame! that ſafety canna claim 
Protection from a provoſt's name, 
But hidden danger lies behind 

To torture and to fleg the mind; 

I may as weel bid Arthur's Seat 

To Berwick-Law make gleg retreat, 
As think that either will or art 

Shall get the gate to win their heart ; 
For PoL1T1cS are a' their mark, 
Bribes latent, and corruption dark - 

If they can eithly turn the pence, | 
Wi' city's good they will diſpenſe 
Nor care tho? à her ſons were lair'd 
Ten fathom 7 the auld kirk-yard. 


To ſing yet meikle does remain, 
Undecent for a modeſt ſtrain; 

And ſince the poet's daily bread is 
The favour of the Muſe or ladies, 
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Fe downa like to pie offence 
To delicacy*s bonny ſenſe ; 
Therefore the ſtews remain unſung, - 
And bawds in {lence drop their tongue. 


REIKI, farewel! I ne'er cou'd part 
WY? thee but wi? a dowy heart; 
Aft frae the Fifan coalt I've ſeen, 
Thee tow'ring on thy fummit green 
So olowr the ſaints when firſt is given 


A fav'rite kcek o' glore and heaven; 
Un: earth nae mair they bend their ein, 
But quick aſſume angelic mein; 

So I on Fife wad glowr no more, 

But gallop'd to E DIN s ſhore, 
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To all ubom it may concern. 


ONE fock, like Lees, fu? glegly rin 

To bykes bang'd fu” o' ſtrife and din, 
And thieve and huddle crumb by crumb, 
Till they have ſcrapt the dautit Plumb, 
Then craw fell croully o' their wark, 
Tell o'er their turners mart by mark, 
Yet darna think to lowſe the poſe, 
To aid their neighbours ails and woes, 


Git 
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Gif gowd can fetter thus the hear | 
And gar us act ſae baſe a part, | 
Shall Man, a niggard near-gawn elf | ; 
Rin to the tether's end for pelf; | 
Learn ilka cunzied ſcoundrels trick, | 
Whan a's done ſell his ſaul to Nick: | 
I trow they*ve coft the purchaſe dear, 
That gang lic lengths for warldly gear, p 


Now whan the Dog-day heats my | 
To birſle and to peel the ſkin, IM k 
May I lie ſtreekit at my eaſe, 
Beneath the caller ſhady trees, 7 
(Far frae the din 0? Borro w ſtown,) 

| Whare water plays the haughs bedown ; 
To jouk the fimmer!s rigour there, 
And breathe a while the caller air, 
Mang herds, an' honeſt c'ttar fock, | 
That till the farm and feed the flock ; 
Careleſs o' mair, wha never faſh 
Jo lade their ki/? wi uſeleſs caſh, 
But thank the Gods for what they've ſent, 
O' health eneugh, and blyth content, 
An' pith, that helps them to ſtravaig 
Gur ka cleugh and Yka crayg ; 
Unkend to a' the weary giancs 
That aft à iſe frae gentler banes, | 
H 3 On 
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On eafy- chair that pamper'd lie, 
WY? banefu” viands guſtit high, 
And turn and fald their weary clay, 
To rax and gaunt the live-lang day. 


Ye ſages, tell! was man e'er made 
To dree this hateſu' ſluggard trade? 
Steekit frae Nature's beanties a” 

That daily on his preſence ca? ; 

Ar hame to girn, and whinge, and pine: 
For fav'rite diſhes, fav'rite wine: 
Come then, ſhake off thir ſluggiſh ties, 
And wi' the bird o dawning riſe ! 
On itka bauk the clouds hae ſpread 
wr blobs o' dew a pearly bed; 


Frae faulds nae mair the owlen rout, 


Bat to the fatt'ning clover lout, 


Whare they may feed at heart's content, 
 Unyokit frae their winter's ſtent, 


Unyoke then, man, an” binna ſwear- 
To ding a hole in ill-hain'd gear! 

© think that eild, wi wyly fit, 

Is wearing nearer bit by bit! 

Gin yence he claws you Wi his paw, 
What's filler for? Fiend hae't awa; 
But rowden playſair, that may pleaſe. 
The ſccond Si arg er till he dies. 


Some 


J)Jãã ĩ CARES. 


F 97 


Some daft chiel reads, and taks advice ; 
The chaiſe is yokit in a trice 
Awa drives he like huntit de'il, 
And ſcarce tholes time to cool his Wheel, 
Till he's Lord kens how far awa', 
At Italy, or well o' Spa, 
Or to Montpelier's ſafter air; 
For far aff fowls hae feathers fair. 


There reſt him weel; for eith can we 
Spare mony; glakit gouks like he ; 
They'll tell whare Tibur's waters riſe ; 
What /ea receives the drumly prize, 
That never wi' their feet hae met 
The marches o' their ain eitate. 


The Arno and the Tilur lang 
Hae run fell clear in Roman fang ; 
But, ſave the reverence of ſchools ! 
They're baith but lifeleſs dowy pools. 
Dought they compare wi' bonny Tweeg, 
As clear as ony lammer-bead ? | 
Or are their ſhores mair ſweet and gay 
Than Fortha's haughs or banks o Tay? 
Tho' there the herds can jink the ſhow'rs 
Mang thriving vines an' myrtle bow'rs, 
And blaw the reed to kittle ſtrains, 
While echo's tongue coumiends their pains, 
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Like ours, they canna warm the heart 
Wi' en ple, ſaft, bewitching art. 

On Leader haughs an“ Varrow braes, 
Arcadian herds wad tyne their lays, 
To hear the mair melodious ſounds” 


That live on our poetic grounds. 


«> oa 


Come, Fancy come, and let us tread 
The ſimmer's flow'ry velvet bed, 
And a' your ſprings delightfu' lowſe 
On Tweeda's bank or Cowdenknows, 
That, ta'en wi” thy enchanting ſang, 
Our Scottiſh lads may round ye thrangy | 
Sae pleas'd, they'll never faſh again 
To court you on Italian plain; 
Soon will they gueſs ye only wear 
The ſimple garb d' Nature here; 
Mair comely far an' fair to ſight 
Whan in her eaſy deething dight, 
Than in diſguiſe ye was before 


On Tibur's, or on Arno's there. 


O Pangour * now the hills and dales „ 
Na mair gie back thy tender tales! 
The birks on Yarrow now. deplore 


Thy mocurnfu” muſe has left the ſhore : / 


Near 


Mr Hamilton of Bangour, 
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Near what bright burn or chryſtal ſpring | 
Did you your winſome whiſtle hing? 

The Muſe ſhall there, wr wat'ry eie, 

Gie the dunk ſwaird a tear for thee ; 

And Yarrow's genius, dowy dame 

Shall there forget her blude-ſtain'd ſtream, 
On thy ſad grave to ſeek repoſe, 

Who mouru'd her fate, condeP'd her Gs - 
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To the MxMoryY of Joux CUunxitGuaM, 


Sing his praiſes that dot keep 

Cur flocks from harm, 
Pan, the father of our ſheep » 

And arm in arm 
Tread we ſoftly in a round, 
While the hollow neigbb'ring ground 
Fills the muſic with her ſound. 

BEAUMONT and FLET CHER, 


E mournful meanders and groves, 
Delight of the Muſe and ner ſong! 
Ye grottos and driping alcoves, 


No ſtrangers to Corydon s tongue 


Let each, Sylvan and Dryad declare 
Has themes and his muſic huw dear, 

Their plaints and their dir ges prepare, 

Attendant on Corydon's bier. 


© 
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The echo that join'd in the lay, | 1 
So amorous, ſprightly, and free, 
Shall ſend forth the ſounds of diſmay, 
And ſigh with fad pity for thee. 


Wild wander his flocks with the breeze ; 
His reed can no longer controul ; 


His numbers no longer can pleaſe, 


Or ſend kind relief to the foal. 


But long may they wander and bleat, 
To hills tell the tale of their woe; 

The woodlands. the. tale ſhall repeat, 
And the waters ſhall mournfully flow. 


For theſe were, the haunts of his love, 
The ſacred retreats of his eaſe, 

Where favourite fancy would rove, 
As wanton, as light as the breeze, 


Her zone will diſcolour'd appear, 
With fanciful ringlets unbound, 

A face pale and languid ſhe'll wear, 
A heart fraught with ſorrow profound, 


The reed of each ſhepherd will mourn ; 
The ſhades of Parnaſſus decay: 

The Muſes will dry their ſad urn, 
Since *reft of young Corydon's lay. 


Ta 


ENGLISH POEMS. | 7 
i 4:1 x | 94 8 
N LN LIT A e el 


32 


To the MyMory of Joun Cunxiteuan, } 


Sing his praiſes that dot) keep : F 
Cur flocks from harm, 
Pan, the father of our ſheep > | 7 
17 And arm in arm ; | 
#70 Tread we ſoftly in a round, 
; | While the hollow neight*ring ground F 
$4 Fills the muſic with her ſound. 
3 BEAUMONT and FLETCHER U 
Is | | NE mournful meanders and groves, F 


Delight of the Muſe and ner ſong ! 
Ye grottos and driping alcoves, 


No ſtrangers to Corydon's tongue 
| 4 


Let each, Sylvan and Dryad declare 
| His themes and his muſic huw dear, 
Their plaints and their dir ges prepare, 
Ac teudant on Cory don's bier. 


E 1 
The echo that join'd in the lay, 
So amorous, ſprightly, and free, | 
Shall ſend forth the ſounds of diſmay, -'* | 
And ſigh with fad pity for thee. | ä 
Wild wander his flocks with the breeze; 
His reed can no longer controul ; 


His numbers no longer can pleaſe, - 
Or ſend kind relief to the foal. 


But long may they wander and bleat, 
To hills tell the tale of their woe; 

The woodlands. the tale ſhall repeat, | 
And the waters ſhall mournfully flow. 


For theſe were, the haunts of his love, 
The ſacred retreats of his eaſe, 
, W here favourite fancy would rove, 
As wanton, as light as the breeze. 


Her zone will diſcolour'd appear, 
With fanciful ringlets unbound, 
A face pale and languid ſhe'll wear, 
A heart fraught with ſorrow profound. 


The reed of each ſhepherd will mourn ; 
The ſhades of Par naſſus decay: bo 
The Muſes will dry their ſad urn, | 
Since *reft of young Corydou's lay. | 
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To him every paſſion was known 
That chrobb'd in the breaſt with deſire; 
Each gentle aſſection was ſhown | 
In the ſoft ſighing ſongs of his lyre. 


Like the carroling thruſh on the ſpray 


In muſic ſoft warbling and wild, 
To love was devoted each lay, 


In accents pathetic and mild, 


Let beauty and virtue revere, 
And the ſongs of the ſhepherd approve, 


Who felt, who lamented the ſnare, ] 
When repining at pityleſs love. 

The ſummer but languidly gleams, i 
Pomona no comfort can bring, 

Nor vallies, nor grottos, nor ſtre ams, 1 
Nor the May-born flow'rets of Spring. 

They have fled all with Corydon's Muſe, L 
For his brows to form chaplets of woe, 

Whoſe reed oft awaken'd their boughs, T 
As the whiſpering breezes that blow. 

To many a fanciful ſpring Bi 
His lyre was melodiouſly ſtrung; 

While fairies and fawis in a ilng Ne 


Have applauded the iwaun as he ſung. 


To 


To 


1 
To the chearful he uſher'd his fmiles, 
To the woeful his ſigh and his tear; 
A condoler with want and her toils, 
When the voice of oppreſſion was near. 


Tho? titles and wealth were his due, 
Tho? fortune denied the reward; 
Yet truth and ſincerity knew - 
What the goddeſs would never regard. 


Avails ought the generous heart, 
Which nature to goodneſs deſign" d, 
If fortune denies to impart 
Her kindly relief to the mind? 


Twas but faint the relief to diſmay, - 
The cells of the wretched among ; 
Tho? ſympathy ſung in the lay, 
Tho? melody fell from his tongue. 


Let the favour'd of fortune attend 
To the ails of the wretched and poor : 
Tho? Corydon's lays could befriend, 


Tis riches alone that can cure. 


But they to compaſſion are dumb, 
To pity their voices unknown; 
Near ſorrow they never can come, 
Till misfortune has mark'd them her own, 
I Now 


— 


- 
ul 
, 
4 
. 
© 
F 
: 
| 
: 
. 
.£ 
4 
: 
T2 
j 


[92 J 

Now the ſhades of the evening depend ; 
Each warbter is lull'd on the ſpray ; 

The cypreſs doth ruefully bend 

Where the corps of cold' Corydon ſtay. 


Adieu then the ſongs of the ſwain, 


Let peace ſtill attend on his ſhade; 
And his pipe that is dumb to his ſtr ain, 
In the grave be with Cox vpo laid. 


The DELIOHTS of VIRTUE. 


ETURNING morn, in orient bluſh array'd, 
With gentle radiance haild the ſky ſerene; 
No ruſtling breezes wav'd the verdant ſhade, 
Nor ſwelling ſurge diſturb'd the azure main. 


Theſe moments, Meditation, ſure are thine ; 
Theſe are the halcyon joys you wiſh to find, 
When nature's peaceful elements combine 
To ſuit the calm compoſure of the mind. 


The Muſe, exalted by thy ſacred power, 
To the green monntain's air-born ſummit flew, 
Charm'd with the thoughtful ſtillneſs of an hour, 
That uſher'd beaming fancy to her view. 
Freſh 
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Freſh from old Neptune's fluid manſion, ſprung 
The ſun, reviver of each drooping flower ; 
At his approach the lark, with matin ſong, 
In notes of gratitude.confels'd his power. 


So ſhines fair VIA Tv, ſhedding light divine © 
On thoſe who wiſh'd to profit by her ways 

Who ne'er at parting with their vice repine, 
To taſte the comforts of her bliſsful rays. 


She with freſh hopes each ſorrow can beguile, 
Can diſhpate Adverſity's ſtern gloom, 

Make meagre Poverty contented ſmile, | 
And the ſad wretch forget his hapleſs doom. 


Sweeter than ſhady groves in ſummer's pride, 
Than flowery dales or grafly meads is ſhe ; 

Delightful as the honey'd ſtreams that glide 
From the rich labours of the buſy bee. 


Her paths and alleys are for ever green; 
There Innocence, in ſnowy robes array'd, 
With ſmiles of pure content is hail'd the queen 

And happy miltreſs of the ſacred ſhade. 


O let no tranſient gleam of earthly joy 
From Virtue lure your Jab'ring ſteps aſide; 
Nor inſtant grandeur future hopes annoy ; 
With thoughts that ſpring from inſolence and 
pride, 


I 2 Soon 
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Soon will the winged moments ſpeed away, 
When you'll no more the plumes of honour 
wear : hace ; | 
Grandeur muſt ſhudder at the ſad decay, 
And Pride look humble when he ponders there. 


Depriv'd of Virtue, where is Beauty's power? 
Her dimpled ſmiles, her roſes charm no more; 

So much can guilt the loveheſt form deflower : 
We loath that beauty which we lov'd before, 


How fair are Virtue's buds where-e'er they blow, 
Or in the defart wild or garden gay! 

Her flowers how ſacred whereſo&er they ſhow, 
Unknown to the canker of decay 


A TAVERN ELEGCY. 


LED are the moments of deluſive mirth, 
The fancy'd pleaſure ! paradiſe divine - 
Huſh'd are the clamours that derive their birth 
From generous floods of ſoul-reviving wine. 


Still night and ſilence now ſucceed their noiſe ; 
The erring tides of paſſion rage no more ; 
But all is peaceful as the ocean's voice _ 


When breezeleſs waters kiſs the ſilent ſhore. 
| Here 
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Here ſtood the juce, whoſe Greeting 
powers 
Could ev'ry human "ny ſubdue, 
And wake to ſportive joy the lazy hours, 
That to the languid ſenſes hateful grew. 


Attracted by the magic of the bowl, 
Around the ſwelling brim in full array 
The glaſſes circl'd, as the planets roll, 
And hail with borrow'd light the god of day. 


Here muſic, the delight of moments gay 
Bade the unguarded tongues their motions ceaſe, 
And with a mirthful, a melodious lay, 
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Aw'd the fell voice of diſcord into peace. 


b 


Theſe are the joys that virtue muſt approve, 
While reaſon ſhines with majeſty Ae 
Ere our ideas in diſorder move, 
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, 
And ſad exceſs againſt the ſoul combine. 


. 6 


What evils have not frenzy'd mortals done 


By wine, that ignis fatuus of the mind! 
How many by its force to vice are won, 


Since firſt ordain'd to tantalize mankind t - 
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By Bacchus! power, ye ſons of riot! ſay, - | 
How many watchful centinels have bled ! 
How many travellers have loſt their way, 


e's | 
| ETD — 
rr 


By lamps unguided thro? the ev'ning made! 
| I 0 
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O ſpare thoſe friendly twinklers of the night ! 
Let ho rude cane their hallow'd orbs aſſail! 
For cowardice alone condemns the light, 


That ſhews her countenance aghaſt and pale. 


Now the ſhort taper warns me to depart 
Ere darkneſs ſhall aſſume his dreary ſway ; 

*Ere ſolitude fall heavy on my heart, 
That lingers for the far approach of day. 


Who would not vindicate the happy doom 
To be for ever number'd with the dead, 


Rather than bear the miſerable gloom, 
When all his comfort, all his friends are fled? 


Bear me, ye gods! where I may calmly reſt 
From all the follies of the night ſecure, 

The balmy bleflings of repoſe to taſte, 
Nor hear the tongue of outrage at my door. 


GOD EALTI1NTD. 


HEE „O ye hoſt of Epicurus! hear! 


Each portly form, whoſe overhanging paunch 


Can well denote the all-tranſcendent joy 
That ſprings unbounded from fruition full 
Of rich repaſt; to you I conſecrate 

The ſong advent'rous; happy if the Muſe 


Can 
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Can cook the numbers to your palates keen, 
Or ſend but half the reliſh with her ſong, 
That ſmoaking ſirloins to your ſouls convey. 


Hence now, ye ſtarv'lings wan! whoſe empty 
wombs 

Oft echo to the hollow murmuring tones 
Of hunger fell. —Avaunt ye baſe-born hinds ! 
Whoſe fates unkind ne'er deſtin'd you to gorge 
The banquet rare, or wage a pleaſing war 
With the delicious morſels of the earth. 
To you I ſing not: for, alas! what pain, 
What tantalizing tortures would enſue, 
To aid the force of Famine's ſharpeſt tooth, 
Were I to breathe my accents in your ear 


Hail, RoasT Bgerr! monarch of the feſtive 
threng, | 
To hunger's bane the ſtrongeſt antidote ; 
Come, and with all thy rage- appeaſing ſweets 
Our appetites allay ! For, or attended 
By root Hibernian, or plumb-pudding rare, 
Still thou art welcome to the ſocial board. 
Say, can the ſpicy gales from Orient blown, 
Or zephyr's wing, that from the orange groves 
Bruſhes the breeze, with rich perfumes replete, 
More aromatic or reviving ſmell 
To noſtrils bring? Or can the glaſſy ſtreams . 
1 1 
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Of Pacbolus, that o'er its golden ſands 
Delightful glide, thy luſcious drops outvie, 
That from thy ſides imbrown'd unnumber'd fall? 


Behold, at thy approach, what ſmiles ſerene 
Beam from the raviſh'd meow Still are their 


tongues, 

While they with whetted pen prepare 
For deep inciſion.ä- Now the 4b/ce/s bleeds, 
And the devouring band, with ſtomachs keen, 
And glutting rage, thy beauteous form deſtroy, 
Leave you a marrowleſs ſkeleton and bare, 
A prey to dunghills, or vexatious ſport 

Of torrent ruſhing from defilement's urns, 
That o'er the city's flinty pavement hurls. 


So fares it with the man, whoſe powerful pelf 
Once could command reſpect. Careſs'd by all, 
His bounties were as laviſh as the hand | 
Of yellow Ceres, till his ſtores decay'd, 

And then (O diſmal tale!) thoſe precious drops 

Of flattery that bedew*d his ſpring of fortune, 

Leave the ſad winter of his ſtate ſo fall'n, 

Nor nurſe the thorn from which they neer can 
hope | 

Again to pluck the odour-dropping roſe ! 


For thee, Roa/? Beef in variegated ſhapes, 
Have mortals toil'd.— The ſailor ſternly braves 
| | The 


. 
The ſtrength of Boreas, and exulting ſtands 
Upon the ſea-waſh'd deck—with hopes inſpir'd 
Of yet indulging in thy wiſh'd for ſweets, 
He ſmiles amidſt the dangers that ſurround him; 
r Cheerful he ſteers to cold forbidden climes, 
Or to the torrid zone explores his way. 


Be kind, ye Powers ! and {till propitious ſend 
This paragon of feeding to our halls ; * 
With this regal'd, who, would vain-glorious wiſh 

For tow'ring pyramids ſuperbly crown'd, | 
With-jellies, ſyllabubs, or ice-creams rare? 
Theſe can amuſe the eye, and may beſtow . 
A ſhort-liv'd pleaſure to a palate ſtrange; 
But, for a moment's pleaſure, who would vend 
A life-time that would elſe be ſpent in joy; 

For hateful loathings and for gouty rheums, 

Ever preceded by indulg'd exceſs? 


Bleſt be thoſe walls where HospirALITv 
And welcome reign at large! There may you oft 
Of ſocial cheer partake, and love, and joy, 

Pleaſures that to the human mind convey - 
Ideal pictures of the bliſs ſupreme : 
But near the gate where Parſimony dwells, 
Where Ceremony cool, and brow auſtere, 
Confront the guelts, ne'er let thy foot approach! 
For, void of kind Benevolence, hcavenly virtue ! 


W hat 


T .3a6 
What is life's garden but a devious wild, 


Thro? which the traveller muſt paſs forlorn, | 5 
Unguided by the aid of friendſlüp's rap: 
Rather, if poverty hold converſe with-thee, | 
Do the lone garref's lofty bield aſcend, 1 
Or dive to ſome ſad cell; there have recourſe * 
To meagre offals, where, tho' ſmall thy fare, If 
Freedom {hall wing thee to a purer joy | " 
Than banquets with ſuperfluous dainties crown'd, 1 
Mix'd with reſerve and coolneſs, can afford. - 
But, if your better fortunes have prepar'd 4; 
. Your purſe with ducate, and with health thy 6 
frame, ad | T 
Aſſemble, friends! and to the tavern ſtraight, 
Where the officious drawer, bending low, 134 
Is paflive to a fault. Then, nor the Signior Grand, 1 
Or Ruſſia's empreſs, ſignaliz'd for war, x 
Can govern with more arbitrary ſway. | 1 
Ye who for health, for exerciſe, for air, 4 C 
Oft ſaunter from Edina's fmoke-capt ſpires, 8 
And, by the graſſy hill or dimpl'd brook, 0 
An appetite revive, ſhould oft - times ſtray 0 
O'er Arthur s-ſeat”s green paſtures, to the town . t 
For ſheep-heads and bone-bridges fam'd of yore, 1 
That in our country's annals ſtands yclept 13 


Fair Diuldingſtonia, where you may be bleſt . 
With 


K 10% 1 
With ſimple fare and vegetable ſweets, 
Freed from the clamours of the buſy world. 


Or, if for recreation you ſhould ſtray 
To Leithian ſhore, and breathe the keener air 
Wafted from Neptune's empire of the 1 main; 
If appetite invite, and caſh prevail, 
Ply not your joints upon the hameward track, 
, Tilt Lawsox, chiefeſt of the Scottiſh hoſts! 
To nimble-footed waiters give command 
The cloth to lay. luſtinctively they come, 
And lo! the table, wrapt in cloudy. ſteams, 
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by B Groans with the weight of the traniporting fare 1 
That breathes frankincenſe on the gueſts around. - 4 f 
Now, While ſtern Winter holds his frigid my 3 1 
ud, And to a period ſpins the cloſing year; f i ; 
While feſtivals abound, and ſportive hours | 
Kill the remembrance of our weaning time, 
| Let no (ine Hperance, deſtructive ue 1 OT. 
Gain entrance to your halls. —Deſpoil'd by him, 
Shall cloyed appetite, forerunner ſad | ©» 1+ 9 
Of rank diſeaſe, inveterate daſp your frame. ö | 
Contentment ſhall no more be known to ſpread. , ö 
er cherub wings round thy once happy dwelling, |; 


* 


But miſery of thought, and racking pain, 
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Shall plunge you e to the dark abyſs. 
1 EA. 
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E maidens modeſt! on whoſe ſullen brows 
Hath weaning chaſtity her wrinkles cull'd, 

Who conſtant labour o'er conſumptive oil, | 
At midnight knell, to waſh ſleep's nightly balm 
From cleſing eye-lids, with rhe grateful drops 
Of TVs bleſt Juices; liſt th* obſequious lays 
That come not with Parnaſſian honours crown'd 
To dwell in murmues 0'er your Tleepy ſenſe, 
But freſh from 9rient blown to chace far off 
Your Lethargy, that dormant Needles rous'd 
May pierce the waving Mantud*s ſilken folds : 
For many a dame, in chamber ſadly peat, 
Hath this reyiving limpid call'd to life; 
And well it did, to mitigate the frowns 
Of anger reddening on Lucindg's brow. 
With flaſh malignant, that had harbour'd there, 
Tf ſhe at maſquerade, or play, or ball, 
Appear'd not in her neweſt, beſt attire. 
But V«xvs, poddeſs of th' eternal ſmile, 
Knowing that ſtormy brows but ill become 
Fair patterns of her beauty, hath ordain'd 
Celeſtial Tea A fountain that can cure 
The ills of paſſion, and can free the Fair 
From frowns and ſighs, by diſappointment earn'd, 
To 
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To her, ye fair „in advration bow! + 

Whether at bluſhing morn, or dewy e ee 3 
Her ſmoaking cordials greet your fragrant boar; 
With Suſhong, Congo, or coarſe Bohea crown'd. 
At midnight ſkies, ye Mantua-makers, hail | 
The ſacred offering !—For the hanghty Belle, 
No longer can upbraid your lingering hands 
With trains'upborn aloft by duſly gales 
That ſweep the ball-room—ſwift they glide along, 

J And, with their failing ſtreamers, catch the eye 
Of ſome Adonis, mark'd to love a prey, 
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Whoſe boſom ne'er had panted with a ſigh, 
But for the ſilken draperies that incloſe 
Graces which nature has by art conceal'd. 


Mark well the fair! obſerve their modeſt eye, 
With all the innocence of beauty bleſt. 
Could ſlandet o'er that tongue its power retain 
Whoſe breath is muſic ? Ah, fallacious thought! 
The ſurface is Ambroſia's mingled ſweets 
But all below is death. At Tea-board met, 
Attend their prattling tongues—they ſcoft—they 

-- val 
Unbeunded; but their darts are chiefly aim'd 
At ſome gay Fair, whoſe beauties far eclipſe 
Her dum beholders: - Who with haggard eyes 
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Would blight thoſe charms where.raptures long 


have dwelt 


In extacy, delighted and ſuffic'd. 


In vain hath Beauty, with her varied robe, 

| Petow'd her glowing bluſhes o'er her cheeks, | 

And call'd attendant graces to her aid, 

To blend the ſcarlet and the lilly fair; 

In vain did Venus in her fav'tite mould 

Adapt the ſlender form to Cupid's choice; 

When ſlander comes; her blaſts too fatal prove; 

Pale are thoſe cheeks where youth and beauty 

| glowꝰ' d, 20 

Where ſmiles, where freſtmeſs, and where roſes 
grew: 

Ghaſtly and wan their Car gon picture comes 

With every fury grinning from the looks 

Of frightful monſter Ey“ hiſſing tongue, 

With deepeſt vengeance wounds, and every 
Wound | 

With deeper canker, deeper poiſon teems. 


O GoLD! thy luring luſtre firſt prevail'dl 
On Man to tempt the fretful winds and waves, 
And hunt new fancies. - Still thy glaring form 
Bids commerce thrive, and oder the Indiati waves 
O'er- ſtemming danger draw the lab'ring keel 
From China's coaſt, to Britain's colder clime 


F raught 
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Fraught with the fruits and herbage of their vales; 
In them whatever vegetable ſprings, | 
How loathſome and. corrupted, triumphs here, 
The bane of life, cf health the ſure decay; 
Yet, yet we ſwallow, and extol the draught, 
Tho' nervous ails ſhould: ſpring, and vap'riſh 
qualms 
Our ſenſes and our appetites deſtroy. 


Look round, ye ſipplers of the poiſon'd cup 
From foreign plant diſtill'd! no more repine 
That Nati e, ſparing of her ſacred ſweets, 

Hath doom'd you in a wilderneſs to dwell, 

While round Britaonia's ſtreams the kindly, rears 
Green Sage and Wild Thime, —Theſe were ſure 
decreed 

As plants of Britain to regale her ſons 

With native .maifture, more refreſhing ſweet, 
And more profuſe of health and-vigour's balmy. * 
Than all the ſtems that India can boaſt. | 
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The 80 'of FzELING. 


Well! I proteſt there's. no ſuch thing as dealing 
With theſe ſtarchd poets —with theſe MEN Y 
FEELING! 


Epilogue to the Prince of Tunis, 


V ALIGNANT planets! do ye ſtill combine 
Againſt this way ward, dreary life of mine ! 

Fas pitilefs opprefſion—cruel caſe ! | 

Gain'd ſole poſſeſſion of the human race? 

By cruel hands has every virtue bled, 

A innocence from men to vultures fled! 


8 happy, had I liv'd in Jewiſh time, 
When ſwallowing pork or pig was doom'd a crime; 


My huſband long had bleſt my longing arms, 
Long, long had known love's ſympathetic charms! 


My children too—a lutle ſuckling race, 
V/ith all their father growing in their face, 
From their prolific dam had ne'er been torn, 
Nor to the bloody ſtalls of butchers borne. 


Ah! luxury! to you my being owes 
Its load of miſery—its load of woes 
With heavy heart I ſaunter all the day, 
 Grunile and murmur all wy hours away! 


In 
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In vain I try to ſummon old deſire, Fay: 
For favourite ſports—for wallowing in the mire” 
Thoughts of my huſband—of my children'flain,” 
Turn all my wonted pleafure into pain! | 
How oft did we, in Phœbus' warming rar, 
Balk on the humid ſoftneſs of the clay ? 

Oft did his luſty head defend my tail + 


From the rude whiſpers of the angry gale 1 


While noſe-refreſhing puddles fiream'd around 
And floating, odours. hail'd the dung - clad grgund. * 


Near by a ruſtic mills inchanting clack, 
Where plenteous buſhels load the peafant”s back, 
In //raw-crown'd hovel, there to life we came, 
One boar our father, amd one ſow our dam : 
While tender infants on their mother's breaſt, 
A flame divine on either ſhone confeſt; 

In riper hours love's more than argent "BYE . 

Inkindled all his paſſion, all his praiſe ! i (T 
No deadly, ſinful paſſion fir'd his ſoul. 
Virtue o'er all his actions gain'd controul!' 
That cherub which attracts the female heart, 1, 
And makes them ſooneſt with their beauty parts -- 
Attracted mine; -I gave him all my, love, 


In the receſles of a ꝓerdant grove :. 

»Twas there I liſten'd to his warmeſt yows,. | 

Amidft zhe pendant melauchaly houghs; ; 
| 4 | 2 
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"Twas there my truſty lover ſhook for me - 
A ſhow'r of acorns from the oaken tree; 


And from the teeming earth, with joy, bes out. 


The roots ſalubrious with his hardy ſnout. 


But happinefs, a floating meteor thou, 
That All ineonſtant art to man and ſow, 
Left us in gloomieſt horrors to reſide, 
Near by the deep-dy d /anguinary tide, 
Wir whetting ſſerl prepares the butch ring 
knives; © 


With greater eaſe to take the harmleſs lives 

Of cows, and catves, and ſheep, and hog, who 9 
R a G 

The bite of bull-dogs, that inceſſant tear 

Their fleſh, and keenly ſuck the blood- . 
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At length the day; thi eventful day drew near, 
Deteſted cauſe of many a briny tear wh 
I' weep till forrow thall my eye-lids drain, 
A tender huſband, and a brother flain ! 
Alas! the lovely languor of his cye, 
When the baſe murd'rers bore him captive by ! 
His mournful voice]! the muſic cf his groans, 
Had melted any hearts—but hearts of ſtones ! 
O! had ſome angel at that inſtant come, 
Giv'n, me four nimble fingers and a thumb, 
Woe, ; The 
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The blood-ſtain'd blade I'd turnꝰd upon his foe, © 
And ſudden ſent him to the thades below 
Where, or Pythagoras opinion jeſts, | 
Beaſts are made butchers —butchers chang'd to 
beaſts. 


— 


In early times the law had wiſe decreed, 

For human food but reptiles few ſhould bleed; 

But monſtrous man, ftill erring from the laws; 
The curſe of heaven on his banquet draws! 

Already has he drain'd the marſhes dry 

For frage, new emblems of his luxury; 

And ſoon the toad and lizard will come home, . 

Pure victims to the hungry glutton's womb : 

Cats, rats, and mice, their deſtiny may mourn, 

In time their carcaſſes on ſpits muſt turn ; 

They may rejoice to-day—while I reſiggg 

Life, to be number'd *mongit che feeling ſwine. 


An EXPEDITION to Firs and the Iſland of 
May, on board the BEgSSED ENDE A- 
vouR of Dunbar, Fg? RoxBurGH 
' Commander. | lid u 


e O ye llumberers on the peaceful ſhore! _ 
W hoſe lives are one unvariegated calnn 
Of ſtillneſs and of ſloth: And hear, O nympht 7 


85 . yclepit Pleaſure : from your throne 
Effulgent 
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Effulgent fend a heavenly radiant beam, 
That, cheer'd by thee, the My/e way bend her 

way; 
For from no earthly fight ſhe builds her long, 
But from the boſom of green Neptune's main 
Would fain emerge, and under Phebe's reign, . 
Tranſmit her numbers to inclining ears. | 


Now when the chowing ſongſters quit the 
groves, | 

And ſolemn ſounding whiſp'rings lull the ſpray, . 
To meditation facred, let me roam 
O'er the bleſt floods that wath our natal ſhore, _ 
And view the wonders of the deep profound, 
While now the weſtern breezes reign around, 
And Boreas, fleeping in his iron cave, 
Regains his ftrength and animated rage, 
To wake new 1empeſis and inſwell new feat. 


And now Favonius wings the ſprightly gale; 

The willing canvaſs, ſwelling with the breeze, 

Gives life and motion to our hounding prow, 

While che hoarſe boatſwain's pipe ſhrill ſounding 

far, | 

Calls all che tars to action. Hardy ſons / 

Who ſnudder not at life's devouring gales, 

But ſmijle amidſt the tempeſtꝰ's ſounding jars, 

Or midſt che hollow thunders of the war : 
asg Freſh 
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Freſh ſprung from Creenland's cold, they 1 | 
with joy 

The happier clime, the freſh autumnal breeze 

By Syrius guided to allay the heat 8 

That elſe would parch the vigour of their veins. 

Hard change, alas! from petrifying cold 

Inſtant to plunge to the ſevereſt ray ; 

That burning Dog-/?ar.or bright Phebus ſheds., 

Like comet whirling thro? th? etherial void, 

Now they are redden'd with the ſolar blaze, 

Now froze and tortur'd by the frigid zone. 


Thrice. happy Britons! whoſe well temper'd 
clay | * 34 911 

Can face all climes, all tempeſts, and all ſeas. 
Theſe are the ſons that check the growing war; 
Theſe are the ſons that hem Britannia round 
From ſudden innovation; awe the ſhores, 
And make their drooping pendants hail her queen 
And miftreſs of the globe. They guard our _— 
While fearleſs we enjoy ſecure repoſe, | 
And all the bleſſings of a bounteous ſky. 
To them in fev'rous adoration bend, 
Ye faſhionꝰd Macaronies ! whoſe bright blades 
Were never dimm'd or ſtain'd with hoſtile blood, 
Bur ſtill hang dangling on your feeble thigh, 
While thro? the Mall or Park you thew away, 
Or thro” the drawing-room on tiptoe ſteal. 


On 
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On poop aloft, to meſſinates laid along, 

Some ſon of Neptune, whoſe old wrinkl'd brow 
Has bay'd the rattling thunder, tells his tale 
Of dangers, ſieges, and of battles dire, 

While they, elate with ſucceſs of the day, 
Cheer him with happy ſmiles, or bitter ſighs, 
When fortune with a ſourer aſpect grins. 


Ah! how unſtable are the joys of life? 

The pleaſures, ah! how few?-—Now ſmile the 
ies | 

With viſage mild, and now the thunders ſhake, 
And all the radiance of the heavens deflow'r. 
Thro? the ſmall op'ning of the mainſail broad, 
Lo, Boreas ſteals, and tears him from the yard, 
Where long and laſting he has play*d his part! 
So ſuffers Virtue. When in her fair form 
The ſmalleſt flaw is found, the hole decays. 
In vain the may iwplore with piteons eye, 
And ſpread her naked pinions to the blaſt : 
A reputation main'd finds no repair | 
Till death, the ghaſtly monarch, ſhuts the ſcene. 


And now we gain the May, whoſe miduight 


| light, 
Like veſtal virgins off rings undecay'd, 
To mariners bewilder'd ads the part 
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Of ſocial friendſhip, guiding thoſe that err 
With kindly radiance” to theit deſtirꝰd port. 


Thanks, kindeſt Nature ! for thoſe OY 


gems, 


Thoſe green-grown iſles, with which you laviſh 
ſtrew 


| Great Neptune's empire. But for thee ! the main 
Were an uncomfortable mazy flood. 

No guidance then would bleſs the ſteerſman's ſkill, 
No reſting place would crown the mar'ner's with, 
When he to diſtant gales his canvaſs ſpreads; 

To ſearch new wonders. Here the verdant ſhores 
Teem with new-freſhneſs, and regale our ſight 
With caves that antient time, in days of yore, 
Sequeſter'd for the haunt of Draid lone, 

There to remain in folitary cell, 

Beyond the power of mortals to disjoin 

From holy meditation. — Happy now 

To caſt our eyes around from ſhore to ſhore, 
While by the oozy caverns on the beech 

We wander wild, and liſten to the roar 


Of billows murmuring with inceſſant noiſe. 


And now, by fancy led, we wander wild 
Where o'et the rugged ſteep the buried dead 
Remote lie anthor'd in their parent mould; 
Where a ſew fading willows point the ſtate 
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Of man's decay. Ah, death! where-e'er we fly, 
Whether we feek the buſy and the gay, 

The mourner or the joyful, there art thou. 

No diſtant iſle, no furly ſwelling ſurge, 

E'er aw'd thy progreſs, or controul'd thy ſway, 
To bleſs us with that comfort, length of days, 
By all aſpir'd at, but by few attain'd. 


To Fife we ſteer, of all beneath the ſun 
The moſt unhallow'd *midſt the Scotian plains! 
And here, ſad emblem of deceitful times ! 
Hath ſad hypocriſy her ſtandard borne, 

Mirth knows no reſidence, but ghaſtly feat 


Stands trembling and appall'd at airy fights, 


Once, only only once! Reward it, O ye powers? 


Did Hoſpitality, with open face, 

And winning ſmile, cheer the deſerted fight, 
That elſe had languiſh'd forthe bleſt return 

Of beauteous day, to diſſipate the clouds 

Of endicfs night, and ſuperſtition wild, | 

That conſtant hover d'er the dark abode. 

O happy Lothian) Happy thrice her ſons ! 
Who ne'er yet ventur'd from the ſouthern ſhore 
To tempt misfortune on the Fifan coaſt, 

Again with thee we dwell and taſte thy joys, 
Where ſorrow reigns not, and where every :gale 
Is fraught with fullneſs, bleſt with living hope, 
That fears no canker from the year's decay, 


— 
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To Sir Jonx FiIzIDI Ne, on his Attempt te 
ſuppreſs the Bx6cAR's OPERA. 


When you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and ſage, 
Leſt the courtiers offended ſpould be ; 
When you mention vice or bribe, 
Tir ſo pat 10 all the tribe, 
Each cries, It was levelPd at me, 
Gar, 


'Tis woman' that ſeducer: all mankind. 
FiLCH. 


eee what cheerful region of the ſky 
Shall Wit, ſhall Humour, and the Muſes fly? 

For Our's, a cold, inhoſpitable clime, 

Refuſes quarter to the muſe and rhime, 

If on her brows an envy'd laurel ſprings, 

They ſhake its foliage, crop her growing wings, 

That with the Plumes of virtue wiſely ſoar, 

And all the follies of the age explore ; 

But ſhould old Grub her rankeſt venom pour, 

And ey'ry virtue with a vice deflow'r, 

Her verſe is lacred, 7uftices agree 

Even Jw/tice Fielding ſigus the wiſe decree, 

L Let 
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Let fortune-dealers, wiſe predictors! tell 
From what bright planet 7u/tice Fielding fell 
Auguſ/a trembles at the awful name; 

The darling tongue of liberty is tame, 
Baſely confin'd by him in Newgate chains, 
Nor dare exclaim how harſhly Fielding reigns. 


In days when every Mercer has his ſcale, 
To tell what Pieces lack, how few prevail! 
I wonder not the low-born menial trade, 
By partial Juſtice has aſide been laid: 

For ſlie gives no diſcount for Virtue worn, 
Her aged joints are without mercy torn. 


In vain, O Gay ! thy muſe explor'd the way 
Of yore to baniſh the Italian lay, 

Gave homely numbers ſweet, tho* warmly ſtrong ; 
The Britiſh chorus bleſt the happy ſong : 

Thy manly voice and Albion's then were heard, 
Felt by her ſons, and by her ſons rever'd : 
Eunuchs, not Men, now bear aloft the palm, 

And o'er our ſenſes pour lethargic balm, 


The Stage the trueſt mirror is of life ; 
Our paſſions there revolve in active ſtrife ; 
Each character is there diſplay'd to view; 

Each hates his own, tho? well aſſur'd 'tis true. 
No marvel then, that all the world ſhould own, 
In Peachun!'s treach'ry Juſtice Fielding known, 

Since 
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Since thieves ſo common are, and, Juſtice, you 
Thieves to the gallous for reward purſue, 

Had G A Y by writing rous'd the ſtealing trade, 
You'd been leſs active to ſappreſs your bread ; 
Far, truſt me! when a robber loſes ground, 
You loſe your living with your forty pound. 


Twas Woman firſt that ſnatch'd the luring bait, 
The temper taught her to tranſpreſs and eat; 
Tho! wrong the deed, her quick compunction told; 
She-baniſh'd ADAM from an age of gold. 
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When women now tranſgreſs fair virtue's rules, 


Footpads on Hounſlow flouriſh here to-day, 

The next old Tyburn ſweeps them all away; 

For woman's faults, the cauſe of every wrong! 

Men robb'd and murder'd, thieves at 2 
ſtrung. | 

In panting breaſts to raife the fond alarm, 

Make females in the cauſe of virtue warm, 

Gay has compar'd them to the ſummer flow'r, . / 

The boaſt and glory of an idle hour; 

When cropp'd it falls, ſhrinks, withers, and decays, 

And to oblivion. dark conſigns its days. 
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Men are their pupils, and the ſtews their ſchools ; : 
From ſimple wh—d—m greater ſins began 
To ſhoot, to bloom, to center all in man; ö 
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Hath this a power to win the female heart 
Back from its vice, from virtue ne'er to part; 
If fo the wayward. virgin will reſtore, 

And murders, rapes and plunders be no more. 


Theſe were the Jays of him who virtue knew, 
Rever'd her dictates, and practis'd them too; 
No idle theoriſt in her ſtainleſs ways, 

He gave the parent Goddeſs all his days. 


O Queenſberry ] his beſt and earlieſt friend, 
ALL that his wit or learning could commend ; 
Beſt of patrons! the Muſe's only pride 
Still in her pageant ſhalt thou firſt preſide ; 

No idle pomp that riches can procure, 

Sprung at a ſtart, and faded in an hour, 
But pageant, laſting as the uncropp'd bay, 
That verdant triumphs with the Muſe of GA x. 


CHARACTER of @ FRIEND, in an EPI 
TAPH which he defired the Author to write, 


ER this turf, to mould'ring earth conſign'd, 

Lies he, who once was fickle as the wind. 
Alike the ſcenes of good and ill he knew, 
From the chaſte temple to the le deſt ſtew. 
Virtue and vice in kim alternate reign d 
That fill'd his mind, and this his pocket drain'd. 
Till in the conteſt they ſo ſtubborn grew, 
Death gave the parting blow, and both withdrew. 

| | To 
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To Dr SAMUEL JOHXSON+* 


Food for @ new Edition of his DicT1IoNARY; 


Let Wilkes and Churchill rage no more, 

Tho” ſcarce proviſion, learning's good: 
What can theſe hungries next implore, 

Een SAMUEL JOHNSON loves our: Fond. 


6 Pedagogue, whoſe literarian lore,... 
With /yllable and /yllable conjoin'd, 
To tranſmutate and varyfy, has learn'd 


The whole revolving ſcientific names 


That in the alphabetic columns lie, 
Far from the knowledge of mortalic ſhapes p 


As we, who never can peroculate 
The miracles by thee miraculiz d, 
The Muſe ſilential long, with mouth apert . 
Would give vibration to ſtagnatic tongue, 
And loud encomiate thy puiſſant name, 
Enlogiated from the green decline 
Of Thames's banks to Scoticanian ſhores, 
Where Loch-lomondian liquids undulize. 


To meminate thy.name in after times, 
The mighty Mayor of each regalian town 
e Area Shall 
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Shall conſignate thy work to parchment fair 
In roll burgharian, and their tables all 

Shall fumigate with fumigation ſtrong: 
Scotland, from perpendicularian hills, 

Shall emigrate her fair mutt91jan ore, 
Which late had there in pedeſtration walk'd, 
And o'er her airy heights perambuliz'd. 


Oh, blackeſt execrations on thy head, 
'Edina ſhameleſs ! tho' he came within 
The bounds of your Notation; tho'* you knew 
His Honorific name, you noted not, 
But baſely ſuffer'd him to chariotize 
Far from your tow*rs, with ſmoke that nubilate, 
Nor drank one amicitial ſwelling cup 
To welcome him convivial, Bailtes all! 
With rage inflated, catenations“ tear, 
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Nor ever after be you vinculiz'd, 
Since you that ſociability denied 
To him whoſe potent Lexiphanizn ſtile 
| Words can prolongate, and inſwell his page 
With what in others to a line's confin'd. 
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Welcome, thou verbal potentate and prince? 
To hills and vallies, where emerging oats 
From earth aſſuage our pauperty to bay, 

And bleſs thy name, thy dictionarian {kill, 

| Which 
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® Catenations, vide chains. JoH85s0N- 
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Which there definitive will fill remain, 
And; oft be ſpeculiz d by taper blue, = 
While youth Hudentious turn thy folio page. 
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Have you as yet, in per'patetic mood, 

Regarded with the texture of the eye 

The cave cavernict, where fraternal bard, 

Churchill, depicted pauperated ſwains 

With thraldom and bleak want, reducted fore ; 
Where Nature, coloriz'd, ſo coarſely fades, 

And puts her ruſſet par*phernalia on? 

Have you as yet the way explorified 

To let lignarian chalice, ſwell'd with oats, | 

Thy orofice approach? Have you as yet, 

With ſkin freſh rubified by ſcarlet ſpheres, 

Apply'd brim/tonic unc. ion to your hide, 

To terrify the ſalamandrian fire 

That from involuntary digits aſks 
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The ſtrong allacer ation? — Or can you ſwill 
The uſquebalian flames of uhiſty blue 
In fermentation ſtrong? Have you apply'd 
The kelt aerian to your Anglian thighs, 
And with renunciation aſſigniz'd 
Your breeches in Londena to be worn? | 
Can you, in frigor of Highlandian ſky, |, || * 
On heathy ſummits take nocturnal reſt ? 
It cannot be—You may as well deſire 
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An alderman leave plumb- puddenian ſtore, 
And ſcratch the tegument from pottage-diſb, 
As bid thy countrymen, and thee eonjoin'd, 
Forſake ſtomachic joys. Then hie you home, 
And be a malcontent, that naked hinds, 
On lentiles fed, can make your kingdom quake, 
And tremulate Old England liber tiz d! | 


EP1GRAM on ſeeing SCALES uſed in a 
MasoN LoDGE. 


WI“ ſhould the Brethren, met in Lodge, 
Adopt ſuch auk ward meaſures, 
To ſet their ſcales and weights to judge 
The value of their treaſures? 


The law laid down from age to age, 
How can they well o'ercome it:? 
For it forbids them to engage 
With ought but Line and Plummet. 


Let T eee Wo LFE. 


1 worth ds and in virtue ck | 

Words would want force his actions to relate. 

Sense, ye bards ! eulogiums vain forbear, 

Ie is W to ſay that WOLFE lies here. 
EPICAAM 
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EPIGRAM on the numerous Ep! TAPHS ter 
General Wo LE; for the beft of whicha PR R-. 
M1UM of J. 100. was promiſed. 
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HE Muſe, a ſhameleſs mercenary jade 
Has now aſſum'd the een n 
trade: ” 
In WoLFe's deſerving praiſes ſilent ſhe, - 
Till flatter'd with the proſpect of a fee. 


EP1L0OGUE, ſpoken by Mr Wilson, at the 
Theatre-royal, in the a 5 an mann 
Bock. 


E who oft finiſh care in Lethe's cup, 
Who love to ſwear, and coar, and keep it up, 
Liſt to a brother's voice, whoſe ſole delight 
Is fleep all day, and riot all the night. 


Laſt night, when NPR Wen of mellow 
wine 3 

Did ſober reaſon into wit refine ; HITTER 

When luſty Bacchus bad contriy'd to drain 

The ſullen vapours from our ſhallow brain, 

We allied forth (for valour's dazzling ſunn 

Up to bis bright meridjan had rim); 

And, like renowned Quixotte and his ſquice; - / 

Spoils and adventures were,cur ſole deſire. 
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Firſt we approach'd a ſeeming ſober dame, 
Preceded by a lanthorn's pallid flame, | 
Borne by a livery*d puppy's ſervile hand, 
The ſlave obſequious of her ſtern command. 
Curſe on thoſe cits, ſaid I, who dare difpgrace 
Our ſtreets at midnight with. a ſober face; 
Let never tallow-chandler give them light, 
To guide them. thro? the dangers of the night. 
The valet's cane we ſnatch'd, and, demme! I 
Made the frail lanthorn on the pavement lie. 
The guard, till watchful of the lieges harm, 
With ſflow-pac'd motion ſtalk'd at the alarm. 


Guard, ſeize the rogues !—the angry madam cry'd, 


And all the guard with ſieze ta rogue reply'd. 


As in a war, there's nothing judg'd ſo right 
As a concerted and prudential] flight ; | 
So we, from guard and ſcandal to be freed, 
Left them the field and burial of their dead. 


Next we approach'd the bounds of George's 

ſquare, T2171 K Pl 

Bleſt place! No watch, no conſtables come there. 

Now had they borrow'd Argus eyes who ſaw us, 
All was made dark and deſolate as chaos: 

Lamps tumbl'd after lamps, and loſt their luſtres, 

Like Doomefday, when the ſtars ſhall fall in cluſters. 

Let 
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Let fancy paint what dazzling glory grew 

From chryſtal gems, when Phœbus came in view: 
Each ſhatter'd orb ten thouſand fragments ſtrews, 
And a new ſun in ev'ry fragment ſhe ws. 


Hear ties; my Bucks ! how drunken fate de- 


creed us 
For. a nocturnal viſit to the Meadows, 
And how we, val'rous champions! durſt engage— 
O deed unequiall'd !—both the Bridge and Cage, 
The rage of perilous winters which had ſtood, 
This *gainſt the wind, and that againſt the flood 
But what nor wind, nor flood, nor heav'n could 
bend e'er, | 


We tumbPd down, my Bucks, and made (PER, 
der. 


What are your far fam'd warriors to us, 
Bout whom hiſtorians make ſuch mighty fuzz : 
Poſterity may think it was uncommon 
That Troy ſhould be pillag'd for a woman ; 

But ours your ten years ſieges will excel, 
And juſtly be eſteem'd the nonpareil. 
Our cauſe is ſlighter than a dame's betrothing, N 


For all theſe mighty feats have ſprung ſrom no- 
thing. | 


My 
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My LAS r W1LL. 


/ HILE ſober focks, in humble pr5/+, 
Eſtate, and goods, and gear diſpoſe, 
A poet ſurely may diſperſe 
His -moveables in dogerel verſe ; 
And fearing death my blood will faſt chill, 
I hereby conſtitute my laſt 3/7. 


1 hen wit ye me to have made o'er 
To Nature my poetic lore; 
To her I give and grant the freedom 
Of paying to the bards who need em 
As many talents as ſhe gave, 
When I became the Mute's ſlave. 


Thanks to the gods, who made me poor ! 
No luke-warm friends moleſt my door, 
- Who always ſhew a buſy care 
For being legatee or heir: 
Of this ſtamp none will ever follow 
The youth that's favour'd by Apollo, 


But to thoſe few who know my. caſe, 
Nor thought a poet friend diſgrace, 
The following trifles I bequeath, 

And leave them with my kindeſt breath; 
Nor will I burden them with payment 
Of.debts incurr'd, or coffin raiment, 


1 


As yet 'twas never my intent 


To paſs an Iriſh compliment. 


To JaMig Rax, who oft jocoſus 
Wich me partook of cheering doſes, 

I leave my ſnuff-box to regale 

His ſenſes after drowſy meal, 

And wake remembrance of a friend 
Who lov'd him to his latter end : 

But if this pledge ſhou'd make him ſorry, 
And argue like memento mori, 

He may bequeath't *mong ſtubborn fellows 
To all the finer feelings callous, 

Who think that parting breath's a ſneeze 
To ſet ſenſations all at eaſe. 


To OLIPHANT, my friend, I legate 
Thoſe ſcrolls poetic which he may get, 
With ample freedom to corre& 

Thoſe writs I ne' er cou'd retroſpect, 
With power to him and his ſucceſſion 
To print and fell a new impreſſion : 
And here I fix on Oan's Head 

A domicile for Doric recd, 1 
With as much power ad Muſe bona 
As I in propria perſona. 


To HAMILTON I give the taſk 


Outſtanding debts to crave and aſk; | 
M And 
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And that my Muſe he may not dub ill, w 
For loading him with ſo much trouble, 5 By 
My debts I leave him ſingulatim, A 
As they are moſtly. de/peratim, Ai 


To Woops, whoſe genius can provoke 
His paſhons to the bowl or ſock, 
For love ta thee, and to the nine, 
Be my immortal Shakeſpeare thine : 
Here may you thro? the alleys turn, 
Where Falſtaff laughs, where heroes mourn, \ 
And boldly catch the glowing fire »\ 
1 hat dwells in raptures on his lyre. | | T 


| Now at my dirge (if dirge there be!) | p 
Due to the Muſe and poetry, ä 
Let HUuTCH150N attend; for none is 
More fit to guide the ceremonies; 
As I in health with him wou'd often 
This clay- built manſion waſh and ſoften, 
So let my friends with him partake 
The gen'rous wine at dirge or wake.— 


And I conſent to regiſtration 
Of this my will for preſervation, 
That patent it may be, and ſeen 
In WaLTEeR's Weekly Magazine. 


* TS % _ MPT. a Jo ET. 


Witneſs 


1 
Witneſs whereof, theſe preſents wrote are 
By William Blair, the public notar, 
And, for the tremor of my hand, 
Are ſign'd by him at my command. 
R. F. + his Mark. 


CoD1C1LE to Ros, FEREGUSSON's LAST 
W1LL. | 


HEREAS, by teſt'ment, dated blank, 

Inroll'd in the poetic rank, 
Midſt brighter themes that weekly come 
To make parade at Walter*s DRUM, 
I there, for certain weighty cauſes, 
Produc'd ſome kind bequearhing clauſes, 
And left to friends (as tis the cuſtom 
With nothing till our death to truſt em) 


Some tokens of a pure regard 
From one who liv'd and died a Bard, 


If poverty has any crime in | 
Teaching mankind the art of rhiming, 
Then, by theſe preſents, know all mortals 
Who come within the Muses? portals, 
That I approve my will aforeſaid, 
But think that ſomething might be more ſaid, 
And only now would humbly ſeek 
The liberty to add and eik 
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To teſt'ment which already made is, 


And duly regiſter'd, as ſaid is. 


To Tulloch *, who, in kind compaſſion, 
Departed from the common faſhion, 
And gave to me, who never paid it, 


Two flaſks of port upon my credit, 
I teave the FLASKS as full of air 
As his of ruddy moiſture were; 


Nor let him to complain begin, 


gd ed Wi FA co „„ 9 ic 0 


He'll get no more of cat than fkin. 


To WALTER RUDDIMAN, whoſe pen 
Still ſcreen'd me from the Dunce”s Den, 
J leave of PH 17 a picture, ſaving 
To him the freedom of engraving 
Therefrom a copy, to embelliſh, 


•VVVVC me 3 


And give his work a ſmarter reliſh ; 
For prints and frontiſpieces lind do 
Our eyes to ſtationary window, 
As ſuperfluities in cloaths | 
Set off and ſignalize the beaux; | 1 ( 
Not that I think in readers eyes ; 
My viſage will be deem'd a prize; 
But werks that OTHERS would out. rival, 
At glaring copper plates connive all; 


And 


* 4 wine merchant. 


1 


And prints do well with him that led is 
To ſhun the ſubſtance, hunt the ſhadows; 
For if a picture, tis enough, 

A NEwToON or a Jamie Duff + - 

Nor would I recommend to WALTER, 
This ſcheme of copperplates to alter, 
Since others at the ſamen prices 
Propoſe to give a diſh that nice is, 
Folks will deſert his ordinary, 

Unleſs, like theirs, his diſhes vary. 


To Williamſon t, and his reſetters, 
Diſperſing of the burial letters, 

That they may paſs with little coſt 

Fleet on the wings of Periny-polt ; 

Always providing and declaring, 

That Px TER ſhall be ever ſparing, 

To make, as uſe is, the demand 


For letters that may come to hand, 
To me addreſs'd, while /ocum teners 


Of earth and of corporeal penance ; 
Where, if he fail, it is my will, 
His legacy is void and null. 


M 3 


+ A Fool who attends at Funerals. 
+. The Penny Poſt-maſfer, 
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Let honeſt Creenlau * be the ſtaff 

On which I lean for Epitaph. 

And that the Muſes at my end 

May know I had a learned friend, 
Whate'er of character he's ſeen 

In me thro” humour or chagrin, 

T crave his genius may narrate in 
The ſtrength of Ciceronian Latin. 


RESERVING to myſelf the pow'r 
To alter this at lateſt hour, 
um frivilegio revocare, 
Without aſſigning ratio guare : 
AxD I (as in the will before did) 
Conſent this deed ſhall be recorded: 
In ſeſtimonium cujus rei, 


I heſe preſents are deliver'd by 
R. Fercvuss0N. 


* 2: excellent claſſical Scholar. 


POSTHUMOUS 
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POSTHUMOUS PIECES. 
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JOB, CR Ax. III. PARAPRHASED. 


ERISH the fatal Day when J was born, | 
The Nicht with dreary darkneſs be forlorn ;. 
The loathed, hateful, and lamented night 
When Jos, 'twas told, had firſt perceiv'd the light ; 
Let it be dark, nor let the God on high 
Regard it with the favour of his eye ; 
Let blackeſt darkneſs and death's aw ful ſhade 
Stain it, and make the trembling earth afraid ; 
Be it not join'd unto the varying year, 
Nor to the fleeting months in ſwift career. 
Lo! Let the night in ſolitude's diſmay 
Be dumb to joy, and waſte in gloom away; 
On it may twilight ſtars be never known ; 
Light let it wiſh for, Lord! but give it none; 
Curſe it Jet them who curſe the paſſing day, 
And to the voice of mourning raiſe the lay; 


Nor 
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Nor ever be the face of dawning ſeen, 

To ope its luſtre on thꝰ enamebd green; 

Becauſe it ſeal'd not up my mother s womb, 

Nor hid from me the Sox Ro WS doom'd to come. 
Why have I not from mother”s womb expir'd ? 

My life reſign'd when life was firſt requir'd ? 
Why did ſupporting knees prevent my death, 

Or ſuckling breaſts ſuſtain my infant breath ? 

For now my ſoul with quiet had been bleſt, 


With kings and counſellors of earth at reſt, 
Who bade the houſe of deſolation riſe, 


And awful ruin ſtrike tyrannic eyes, 

Or with the princes unto whom were told 

Rich ſtore of ſilver and corrupting gold; 

Or, as untimely birth, I had not been 

Like infant who the light hath never ſeen ; 

For there the wicked from their trouble ceaſe, 

And there the weary find their laſting peace; 

There the poor priſoners together reſt, 

Nor by the hand of injury oppreſt; 

The ſmall and great together mingl'd are, 

And free the ſervant from his maſter there ; 

Say, Wherefore has an over-bounteous heaven 

Light to the comfortleſs and wretched given ? 

Why ſhould the troubl'd and oppreſs'd in ſoul 

Fret over reſtleſs life's unſettled bowl, 
8 | Who 


E 
Who long for death, who liſts not to their pray'r, | 
And dig as for the treaſures hid afar ; 
Who with exceſs of joy are bleſt and glad, 
Rejoic'd when in the tomb of ſilence laid? 
Why then is grateful light beftow'd on man, 
Whoſe life is darkneſs, all his days a ſpan ? 
For ere the morn return'd my ſighing came, 
My mourning pour'd out as the mountain ſtream; 
Wild viſag'd fear, with ſorrow-mingled eye, 
And wan deſtruction piteous ſtaz*'d me nigh; 
For though nor reſt nor ſafety bleſt my ſoul, 
New trouble came, new darkneſs, new controul. 


ODE To HORROR. 


O Thou who with inceſſant gloom 
Court'ſt the receſs of midnight tomb 

Admit me of thy mournful throng, 

The ſcattered woods and wilds among ; 

If e'er thy diſcontented ear 

The voice of ſympathy can chear, 

My melancholy boſom's ſigh 

Shall to your mournful plaint reply; 

There to the fear foreboding owl 

The angry Furies hiſs and how; 

Or near the mountain's pendent brow | | 

Where ruſh-clad ſtreams in cadent murmurs flow. 
| LPO DE. 
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WHO's he that with imploring eye 
Salutes the roſy dawning ſky ? 
The cock proclaims the morn in vain, 
His ſp'rit to drive to its domain; 
For morning light can but return 
To bid the wretched wail and mourn: 
Not the bright dawning*'s purple eye 
Can cauſe the frightful vapours fly, 
Nor ſultry Sos meridian throne 
Can bid ſurrounding fears bepone ; 
The gloom of night will {till preſide, 
While angry conſcience ſtares on either fide. 


Ss TRA Or E k. 


TO eaſe his ſore diſtemper'd head, 
Sometimes upon the rocky bed 
Reclin'd he lies, to liſt the ſound 
Of whiſpering reed in vale profound. 
Happy if Morpheus viſits there, 

A while to lull his woe and care; 
Send ſweeter fancies to his aid, 


And teach him to be undiſmay'd ; 
Yet wretched ſtill, for when no more 


The gods their opiate balſam pour, 


| [ 243 1 
Ah, me ! he ſtarts, and views again | 
The Lybian monſter prance along the plain. 


Now from the oozing caves he flies, 
And to the city's twmults: hies, 
Thinking to frolick life away, 
Be ever chearful; ever gay 
But tho* enwrapt in noife and ſmoke, _ 
They ne'er can heal his peace when broke; 
His fears ariſe, he ſighs again, 
For ſolitude on rural plain; 
Even there his withes all conveen 
To bear him to his noiſe again. 
Thus tortur'd, rack'd, and ſore oppreſt, 
He conſtant hunts, but never finds his reſt. 


ANTISTROPHE. 


On exerciſe ! thou healing power, 
The toiling ruſtic's chiefeſt dower ; 
Be thou with parent virtue join'd 
To queil the tumults of'the mind ; 
Then man as. much of joy can ſhare. | 
From ruffian winter, bleakly bare, 
As from the pure ztherial blaze 
That wantons in the ſummer rays; 
The humble cottage then can bring 
Content, the comfort of a king; 
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And gloomy mortals wiſh no more 
For wealth and idleneſs to make them poor. 


ODE To DISSAPPOINTMENT. 


E Wor joyleſs fiend, life's conſtant foe, 
Sad ſource of care and ſpring of woe, 
Soft pleaſure's hard controul ; 
Her gayeſt haunts for ever nigh, _ 
Stern miſtreſs of the ſecret ſigh, 
That ſwells the murm'ring ſoul, 


| II. 
Why haunt'ſt thou me thro? deſarts drear ? 
With grief-ſwoln ſounds why wound my ear, 

Denied to pity?s aid? 
Thy viſage wan did &er I woo, 
Or at thy feet in homage bow, 
Or court thy ſullen ſhade. 


III. 

Even now enchanted ſcenes abound, 
Elyſian glories ſtrew the ground, 

To lure th' aſtoniſh'd eyes; 
Now Horrors, Hell, and Furies reign, 
And deſolate · the fairy ſcene 

Of all its gay diſguiſe. 

IV. 


11 


IV. 


The paſſions, at thy urgent call, 
Our reaſons and our ſenſe inthrall 

In frenzy's fetters ſtrong. = 
And now deſpair with lurid eye 
Doth meagre poverty diſcry, 

Subdu'd by famine long. 


V. 


The lover flies the haunts of day, 

In gloomy woods and wilds to ftray, 
There ſhuns his 7e/j*s ſcorn ; 

Sad ſiſters of the ſighing grove 

Attune their lyres to hapleſs love, 
Dejected and forlorn. 


VI. 


Yet hope undaunted wears thy chain, 
And ſmiles amidſt the growing pain, 
Nor fears thy ſad diſmay ; 
Unaw'd by power her fancy flies - 
From earth's dim orb to purer ſkies, 


Realms of endleſs day. 
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6 waving yew or cypreſs wreath 
In vain bequeathe the mighty tear; 


In vain the awful pomp of death 
Attends the ſable ſhrouded bier. 


II, 
Since Strephor's virtue's ſunk to reſt, 
Nor pity's ſigh, nor ſorrow's ſtrain, 
Nor magic tongue, have &er confeſt 
Our wounded boſom's ſecret pain. 


III. 
The juſt, the good, more honours ſhare 
In what the conſcious heart beſtows, 
Than vice adorn'd with ſculptor's care, | 

In all the venal pomp of woes. 

IV. | 

A ſad-ey*'d mourner at his tomb, 

Thou, Friendſhip ! pay thy rites divine, 
And echo thro? the midnight gloom 

That Strephon's early fall was thine. 


— 


HORACE, 
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La 


HORACE, Ops XI. Lib. I. 


E'ER faſh your thumb what gods decree 


To be the weird o' you or me, 


Nor deal in cantrup's kittle cunning 

To ſpeir how faſt your days are running, 
But patient lippen for the bet, 

Nor be in dowy thought oppreſt, 
Whether we ſee mare winters come 
Than this that ſpits w?? canker'd foam. 


Now moiſten weel your geyzer'd wa'as 
Wi' couthy friends and hearty blaws ; 
Ne'er lat your hope o*ergang your. days, 
For eild and thraldom never ſtays ; 

The day looks gaſh, toot aff your horn, 
Nor care yae /trae about the morn. 


THE AUTHOR?s LIFE. 


Y life is like the flowing ſtream 
That glides where ſummer's beauties teem, 
Meets all the riches of the gale | | 
That on its watry boſom ſail, | 
And wanders midſt Elyſian groves 
Thr? all the haunts that fancy loves. 


May 
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May I, when drooping days decline, 
And 'gainſt thoſe genial ſtreams combine, 
The winter's ſad decay forſake, 
And center in my parent lake. 


8 0 N. 8. 


98 brighteſt beauty ſoon muſt fade, 
That in life's ſpring ſo long has roll'd, 
And wither in the drooping ſhade, 
Fer it return to native mould: 


IT. 
Ye virgins, ſeize the fleeting hour, 
In time catch Cytherea's joy, 
E're age your wonted ſmiles deflower, 
And hopes of love and life annoy, 


EP1GRAM on A LawYER's deſiring one of the 
TRIBE fo Took with reſpect to a GiBBET. 


HE lawyers may revere that tree 
Where thieves ſo oft have ſtrung, 
Since, by the Law's moſt wiſe decree, 
Her thieves are never hung. 


On 
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On the AUTHOR's intention of going to SEA. 


\ORTUNE and Bos, e'er ſince his birth, 
Could never yet agree, 
She fairly kickt him from the earth 
To try his fate at ſea. 


The VANITY of HuMan Wisuts : An ELxov, 


occaſioned by the untimely DEATH of a SCoTs 
Pokr. 


Quis deſiderio fit pudor, aut modus, 
Tam cari capitis? præcipe lugubres 
Cantos, Mel pomene + cui liquidam pater 


Vocem cum Cithara dedit. Hor, 


EP was the night—and filence reign'd o'er 
all ; | 

No mirthful ſounds urg'd on the ling'ring hour : 
The ſheeted ghoſt ſtalk'd thro? the ghaſtly hall, 

And ev'ry breaſt conſeſs'd chill horror's pow'r: 


Slumb'ring I lay: I mus'd on human hopes: 
te Vain, vain, I cry'd, are all the hopes we form; 
«When winter comes, the ſweeteſt flow'rer drops, 
% And oaks themſelves muſt bend before the 
ſtorm.” n 


While 
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While thus I ſpoke, a voice aſſail'd my ear, 
Twas fad—'twas flow—it fill'd my mind with 


dread ! 


© Forbear, it cry'd—thy moral "2d forbear, 
« Or change the ſtrain—for FgRGUSSON is 


dead ! 


„% Have we not ſeen him ſporting on theſe 


plains ? 
« Have we not heard him firike the Muſe's lyre ? 


% Have we not felt the magic of his ſtrains, 
« Which often glow'd with fancy's warmeſt 
fire ? 


« Have we not hop'd theſe ſtrains would long be 
heard ? 
e Have we not told how oft they touch'd the 
. foul? 
« And has not ScoT1a ſaid, her youthful BarD 
„„ Might ſpread her fame ev'n to the diſtant 
pole ? 


« But vain, alas! are all the hopes we rais'd ; 
«© Death ſtrikes the blow—they ſink—their 
reign is o'er ; 


&« And theſe ſweet ſongs, which we ſo oft have 


prais*\d— 
te Theſe mirthful ſtrains ſhall now be heard no 
More. * ; 


6 This 


JC 


— 151 J 
« This, this proclaims how vain are all the joys 
155 Which we ſo ardently wiſh to attain; 
ce Since ruthleſs fate ſo oft, ſo ſoon, deſtroys 
„ The high-born hopes ev'n of the Wige, 


train.“ 


1 heard no more The cock, with clarion ſhrill, 


Loudly proclaim'd th' approach of morning near 
The voice was gone but yet I heard it ſtill 


For every note was echo'd back by fear. 


c Perhaps, I cried, e' er yonder riſing ſun 
* Shall ſink his glories in the weſtern wave; 
« Perhaps ere then my race may too be run, 
« And I myſelf laid in the ſilent grave. 


6% Oft then, O mortals ! oft this dreadful truth 
«© Should be proclaim'd for fate is in the ſound, 
% That genius, learning, health, and vigorous youth, 
i May, in one day, in death's cold chains be 
bound.” | 


J. Tait. 
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